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Broken seals on ballot boxes 


The difference between legally and 
illegally sealed ballot boxes is evident 
in these photos taken by Wendy Block. 
In the picture directly above, the ballot 
box on the bottom is properly sealed. 
The strap runs through both slats on 
the left side of the box and is clasped. 
Once the clasp in put on, it cannot be 


Baldwin, Borovatz recalled; Patton wins 


by Paul Mitchell 

Tuesday’s elections produced drastic 
changes in many areas of local government. 
Both recall efforts proved successful, leaving 
the county board of supervisors with a new 
conservative majority. In most other con- 
tests, incumbent candidates and programs 
retained their positions. Most apparent in all 
the races was a clear split in public opinion. 

In the recall campaigns, Supervisor Phil 
Baldwin (first district) lost his seat on the 
board by 699 votes or a 47.4 percent to 52.6 
percent margin. He will be replaced by Dan 
Forbus, the man he defeated for the office in 
1976. Forbus won the alternative candidates 
race with little opposition. Neither Baldwin 
nor Forbus were available for comment. 

The other recall saw fifth district Supervisor 
Ed Borovatz narrowly lose by 74 votes with 
49.7 percent or 7,200 people voting against 
the recall. Because of the closeness of the 
race, Borovatz has opted to pay for a recount to 
ensure accuracy. If the results are verified, 
Pat Liberty, who garnered less than 5,000 
votes, will take Borovatz’ place. Liberty ac- 
knowledged on Tuesday evening that her 
total did not represent ‘‘a full, public man- 
date." She said her first priority is to “*mend 
the breach created by the campaign.”’ She 
added that “without Proposition 13 being on 
the ballot, I would not have won,” indicating 


that{glte:olC ida3cine government speneling 


was the crucial issue in the campaign. On 


removed by hand. On the box resting 
on top of it, the strap is tied to the latch 
and could be untied by hand. In the 


picture on top, the strap and clasp are 


nowhere in sight. ‘they should be af- 
fixed to the slats (upper right hand side 


of the box). 


Wednesday, a disappointed Borovatz ac- 
knowledged that government spending was 
an issue, but only because the recall backers 
“misrpresented the board's fiscal responsi- 
bility.” Borovatz does not agree with the 
recall law, which allows the election of an 
opponent with fewer votes than the incum- 
bent. He said the real ‘mandate of the public 
lies in the approval of Measures J and G.” 

Measure J, which makes it necessary for 
the board of supervisors to institute a county 


boxcredit: Marilyn Werden 


Supervisor 


district % campus % 
Patton 7,008 51.2 1,527 93.6 
Little 4,067 29.7 40 2.5 
Merrick 1,404 10.3 18 1.1 
Melville 1,196 8.7 47 2.9 
District Attorney 
county % campus ~% 


37,381 60.5 297 19.1 
14,865 24.1 532 34.1 
9,490 15.4 729 


Danner 
Harry 
Eagan 


Assessor 
county % campus &% 

Crandall 12,479 21.8 168 12.5 
Petersen 11,696 20.5 57 4.2 
Gil-Osorio 11,230 19.6 972 72.3 
Orton 9,645 16.9 40 3.0 
_Layten 7,169 12.5 34. 2.5 
+ My co a det: tees os 


POLLING 


by David Arenson and Cathy Calfo 

Photographs taken on election night by 
Santa Cruz Independent staff member 
Wendy Block reveal that at least 36 ballot 
boxes arrived at the Santa Cruz County 
Elections Department with broken outer 
seals. 

According to election law, ballot boxes 
must be sealed both on the outside and on the 
inner casing surrounding the ballots in order 
to insure that the ballots cannot be tampered 
with. No one has yet confirmed that any inner 
seals were broken. 

Seventeen ballot boxes with broken outer 
seals were identified in the photographs as 
coming from precincts in the fifth super- 
visorial district, where Ed Borovatz was re- 
called by 74 votes out of 14,074 Cast; five of 
the disputed ballot boxes were identified as 
coming from precincts in the first super- 
visorial district. where Phil Baldwin was 
recalled by 699 votes out of 13,325 cast; 
seven came from the third supervisorial dis- 
trict, where incumbent Gary Patton won re- 
election; and seven came from the second 
supervisorial district where Cecil Smith ran 
unopposed for re-election. 

Bob Collona, an official election observer, 
has submitted a request to County Clerk Dick 
Neal and Deputy County Counsel Jonathan 
Wittwer calling for an investigation and eval- 
uation of the votes from the disputed precincts 
by an outside source, such as the State at- 
torney general or secretary of state. 

He and a group of concerned citizens are 
preparing to go before a court, most likely the 
Ninth Appelate Division in San F rancisco, to 
enjoin Neal from certifying the election. Neal 
is beginning the official canvass of the elec- 
tion today and has ten days in which to 
certify the results. Colloma hopes to appear 
in court on Monday, and the recall replace- 
ments cannot take the places of the recalled 
supervisors until Neal certifies the results. 


growth management plan, passed easily, 
gaining 58 percent of the vote. Supervisors 
Patton, Borovatz, and Baldwin were instru- 
mental in bringing the measure to the ballot. 
Measure G will provide revenue for the Santa 
Cruz Metropolitan Transit District by in- 
creasing the sales tax by one half of one 
percent. The measure passed easily with 56 
percent of the vote. 

Measure H, an attempt to ban SWAT 
teams and the use of automatic weapons by 


COUNTY, CAMPUS ELECTION RETURNS 


Sheriff 
county % campus % 
Noren 32,699 55.3 1137.8 
Kubas 26,416 44.7 1,338 92.2 
Measure G 
county % campus &% 
yes 28,158 56.9 1,386 87.9 
no 21,320 43.1 190 12.1 
Measure H 
county % campus % 
yes 27,331 43.7 1,607 91.7 
no 35.166 56.3 146 8.3 
Measure I 
county % campus % 
yes , 28.041. 46.3 -..1644-95.9 
no ~ 32,490 53.7 70 «41 


-’ American Independevt °° * 


IRREGULARITIES SEND 
ELECTION TO COURT 


Anti-recall forces are also preparing a 
lawsuit to challenge the constitutionality of 
the recall law, in which a replacement candi- 
date can be elected with fewer votes than the 
candidate being recalled receives. In the first 
district race, Baldwin received 6,268 (no on 
recall) votes and was replaced by Dan Forbus, 
who received only 5,726 votes. In the fifth 
district, Borovatz received 7,200 (no on re- 
call) votes and was replaced by Pat Liberty, 
who received 4,344 votes. Borovatz is re- 
questing and paying for a recount. 

Other irregularities in the election cited by 
different voters include: 


@ Distribution of American Independent 
Party ballots to Peace and Freedom Party 
voters at one precinct. 

@ Location of one Fifth District polling 
place in a real estate office owned by recall 
candidate Eugene Bustichi, where people were 
reportedly told how to vote. (Collona said 
that when he confronted Neal with this fact, 
the county clerk said he didn’t know there 
was a polling place there.) 

@ The location of posters advocating polit- 
ical candidates within at least one polling 
place. 

@ Polling place workers, at one precinct, 
telling voters registered non-partisan that 
they could not vote for candidates in non- 
partisan races. 


IF YOU KNOW OF 
ANY ELECTION 
VIOLATIONS... 


A group of concerned citizens are investi- 
gating the alleged violation of various election 
procedures and has asked anyone with infor- 
mation about such improprieties or other acts 
to call 425-8151. You may also bring com- 
plaints to 105 Soquel Avenue, Room 3K 
(across from Bank of America). 


law enforcement officials in Santa Cruz County, 
and Measure I, the creation of a law enforce- 
ment commission to review and advise on 
police practices, both lost. H received 43.8 
percent of the vote and I polled Slightly higher 
at 46.3 percent. 

With the defeat of Measure H, the county’s 
SWAT teams remain intact. Retaining his 
position was incumbent Sheriff Al Noren. 
Noren withstood a Strong challenge from 

cont. on p. 6 


Measure J 


county % campus % 
yes 31,989 56.6 1,506 96.7 
no 24,549 43.4 $1 3:3 
Proposition 13 
state % 
yes 3,829,982 64.6 111 6.3 
no 2,102,678 35.4 1,642 93.7 
Attorney General 
state % campus % 
1,531,998 51.9 803 88.6 
1,420,296 48.1 103 11.4 


Breakdown of Student Voting 
party # voting % 
Non-Partisan 374 20.9 
Democratic 1,266 70.8 
Republican 94 5.3 
ay | a 1.1 
Peace & Freedom 35 2.0 


campus % 


Burke 
Pines 
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“Christ won't let us si gn the devil’s works” 


Recall sleuth outwits religious zealots 


by Jim DuGuid 


Jim DuGuid is a UCSC community studies major whose 
discovery of Elizabeth Blodgett’s illegal contributions to the 
pro-recall Coalition of United Taxpayers earned her a fine in 
Santa Cruz Municipal Court. 


When I entered the picture I knew embarrassingly little about 
county politics and less than that about the corporate wolves 
peering over the hills. I attended my first meeting with Phil 
Baldwin’s staff more out of curiosity than conviction. When 
they asked/assigned/volunteered me to do real estate research 
on the contributors to the recall I hesitated, then agreed. After 
all, I am supposed to be an academic and this seemed to be the 
most useful thing I could do. 

After a month of delving into the county assessor’s files, the 
county recorder’s documents and John Prine’s old records, .I 
had transcribed information on 95 percent of the Coalition of 
United Taxpayers’ (CUT) land holdings in Santa Cruz County. 
With 52 different forms and over 600 pages of notes strewn in 
front of me, I felt more like a street cleaner after a ticker-tape 
parade than a political researcher. But the more I gazed at the 
figures the more convinced I became that they disguised, more 
than they revealed. Evil lurked in those notes, but where? I 
rearranged them for the fortieth time, stood back, drew a deep 
breath and stared at the 52 contribution forms with the dollar 
amount marked in the upper left-hand corner. Alphabetically 
they read $50, $50, $100, $500, $63.49, $50, $300, $300, 
$300, $300, $50, $300. It suddenly struck me that there was 
something screwy about those five $300 contributions. Why 
three hundred, dead on in the middle range of contributions? 
Everyone else donated amounts at one extreme or the other of 
the amount permissable by law. I reached down and cautiously 
pulled the five forms... 

“Odd...” I thought, “‘not one of these contributors lives in 
Santa Cruz County and only one even owns any land here. The 
wheels inside my head started churning furiously. It was time to 
make some phone calls. 

My first conversation was with Mrs. Dorothy Pound. 

DP: “Hello.” 

‘*Hello, Mrs. Pound?” 

DP: “Yes.” 

‘‘Mrs. Pound, my name is James DuGuid and I’m phoning 
from the University of California at Santa Cruz where I’m 
currently doing research on a local political action. What I wish 


The Ark 


An Israeli 
’ Continental 
Cafe-Restaurant 


Breakfast - Lunch - Dinner 
Catering 


12 Capitola Avenue 
Capitola Village - 476-8311 


Congratulations and best wishes for the great 
It has been a 
privilege and a joy to help you all get a head 
start—keep in touch, and please keep successors 
in mind if you happen to discover any potential 
internships. 


OME.IN AND TALK WITH US. Cooperative Education,140.-Central. Services... 
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years and 


To our June Program Graduates: 


to ask you, Mrs. Pound, is, ‘Did you contribute $300 to the 
recall in Santa Cruz’?” 

A pause. 

DP: “What the hell are you talking about?” 

‘Mrs. Pound, I wish to know if in fact you contributed $300 
to the Coalition of United Taxpayers of Santa Cruz County?” 

DP: “‘I don’t know what you're talking about and if I had 
$300 I sure wouldn’t give it to anything political.” 

‘Ah ha, thank you very much, Mrs. Pound. Goodbye.” 

Click. 

‘Holy shit, Jesus Christ, oh Christ, oh no. I don’t believe it,” 
and on and on. 

After the initial exclamations I tried to reach a Mrs. Winnifred 
Davies. No phone number. I then phoned the Los Altos Public 

. Library and had them check the address. It turned out to be a 
duplex with a listed number for the front apartment. When I 
phoned the front apartment I was greeted by a pleasant 
individual who informed me that Mrs. Davies had not lived next 
door for over a year but that a relative of hers was currently 
living thére. I then implored this individual to leave a note on his 
neighbor’s door asking her to phone me collect. Mrs. Diana 
Porter phoned me the next day. 

I explained the circumstances and asked her if she knew a 
Mrs. Dorothy Pound or a Mr. Donald Fry. She informed me 
that Mrs. Pound was her mother and that Mr. Donald Fry was 
her uncle. Before I could go on with my questions, Ms. Porter 
said she had a good idea of what was going on and that it was 
making her quite angry. I asked her then if I could come to her 
house to discuss the situation in person. She said it was better if 
she came to Santa Cruz. When she arrived we met with Bob 
Johnson of the Santa Cruz Independent and proceeded to 
tape an interview in the Independent offices. Ms. Porter again 
identified Mrs. Dorothy Pound as her mother, Mr. Donald Fry 
as her uncle, Mrs. Winnifred Davies as her grandmother, and 
Mr. Richard Tarmy as a companion and workman for her aunt, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Blodgett. 

When the interview was completed it was quite clear that 
Mrs. Blodgett had written five separate checks using these five 
individual’s names as contributors to the recall. Why? Who 
knows, but it was clear that the incumbents being recalled would 
be thrilled if they knew what I did. I then informed Dennis 
Albaugh, Phil Baldwin’s aide, who informed legal sources who 
in turn said that what was needed to approach the district 
attorney was a written affadavit from one of the key ‘“‘five” 


AT THE CORNER OF LAUREL & PACIFIC 


BETWEEN THE SLICES 


Sandwiches and Stuff 


OPEN DAILY 206 LAUREL ST 
9.a.m. To 8 p.m. ICK & LAVERNE SANTA CRUZ 


425-0909 
Closed Sunday. 


adventures ahead. 
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stating they had in fact not contributed $300 to CUT. 

This had all started on April 14th, a Friday, and co- 
incidentally my birthday. By Sunday morning I was in my 
remnant of a VW driving over highway 17 to Mountain View to 
see if Diane Porter could assist in getting either her mother or 
uncle to sign such an affadavit. Diana didn’t hold any hope. She 
told me that her mother hated to sign anything and was indeed a 
bit crazy. As for Donald M. Fry, she said that he and his wife 
had long since been bonkers, and that he had a fanatical belief in 
one of the more obscure Christian sects. Things didn’t look 
good. 

We tried her mother first. Diana suggested I park around the 
corner while she went into her mother’s house to get the 
affadavit signed. I sat with my ulcerated stomach producing so 
much gas that I had to get out and walk around the car. I hadn't 
been this nervous since Da Nang back in 66. Twenty agonizing 
minutes passed before Diana returned with the paper in her 
hand. Was it signed or not signed? My palms were sweating. | 
got back in the car and started the motor in order to calm down. 
Diana got in and said, ‘‘Here it is, signed and all.”’ I couldn't 
believe it. I tried to imagine what Marilyn Liddicoat was doing 
right then but I couldn’t get past my own excitement. 

Next we drove to her uncle’s house in East Palo Alto in a vain 
attempt to get another signed affadavit. One would be enough, 
but I was getting greedy. 

When we finally located the house, it was a paint-chipped 
stucco set back in a weedy overgrowth that hadn’t been touched 
in years. In the driveway sat a ’60-something Ford that had 
taken more abuse than an entry in a demolition derby. I knocked 
on the door set between two picture windows barred with 
venetian blinds and a double layer of drapes. 

As I waited for an answer, I could hear scurrying and 
whispering going on behind the door. I knocked again. 

“Who is it?” came a frightened woman’s voice. 

“Jim DuGuid. I phoned earlier concerning your husband 
signing an affadavit.” 

“Christ won’t let us sign the devil’s works.” 

‘Ah, Mrs. Fry, may I please speak to your husband?” 

“‘No, you can’t. He’s not dressed and neither am I. I am 
standing here in my short nightgown and I can’t talk to you any 
longer.” 

Mrs. Fry started to argue with her husband behind the door. 
They both were getting more and more heated with each word. ] 


cont. on p. 30 
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Students packed an overflowing College Five dining hall last 
Thursday evening to hear a colloquium presented by Black 
Panther leader Huey P. Newton. Many had been expecting a 
political rally or a critique of racism in America; what they 
heard was the oral presentation of a first-year History of 
Consciousness student. 

For those who had come to see Huey, the rowdy, reckless 
revolutionary who had become a symbol of the sixties, the event 
was perhaps a myth-shattering experience. For the first time 
they saw him as a person, without the distortions of a decade’s 
media abuse. What they saw was Huey Newton, student of 
philosophy, who gave an academic presentation that left many 
scratching their heads. 

“It’s too bad that people didn’t know what a colloquium was,” 
said Newton in retrospect, “Students are so limited...Every- 
body would have been real happy if I'd said ‘off the pig’.”’ 
The evening began with a screening of a documentary, The 
Murder of Fred Hampton. The film is an account of the 
assassination of Black Panther Party leader Fred Hampton by the 
Chicago police in 1969. It also included scenes of the Party’s 
breakfast program for ghetto children and its free health care 
clinics for inner-city residents. A central theme of the film, 
articulated by the charismatic Hampton, was the critically 
important role that education must play in socialist develop- 
ment, in order to prevent ‘‘the powers that be” from subverting 
the movement. Such subversion, he said, includes domestic 
black capitalism and neo-imperialism towards third world 
nations. The film concluded by placing the efforts of the Black 
Panthers within the context of the “international proletarian 
struggle”’. 

After the film, Professor Art Pearl introduced Newton, who 
proceeded to deliver a fifteen-minute speech: Dressed in an all- 
black Japanese outfit and with his wife Gwen looking on, he 
began by saying that he was trying to construct an analytical 
framework to understand the relations of the world. In ex- 
plaining his decision to study at UCSC, Newton said that he 
chose the History of Consciousness program, “‘hoping that all 
of the disciplines would beable to sit down with each other and 
work out some systematic way to talk about our universe. But 
this did not happen.” This, he said, was because students spoke 
in the “foreign language” provided by the University, giving 
students only the ability to act as ‘“‘a functionary part in the 
computer.” His statement that students are crippled throughout 
the university system because it ‘‘still deals in what I call 
‘primitive thought’, ” was greeted with wild applause. 
Newton's presentation continued with a denunciation of the 
foundation and ideology of Western civiliation, specifically 
Aristotelian logic. In arguing against the classical Western 
philosophical distinctions between body and mind, self and 
other, and matter and spirit, Newton said that all subject-object 
distinctions are false. 

The universe, Newton believes, is interconnected. “What we 


by Dan Pulcrano 
Defense attorneys for Huey Newton and Robert Heard will 
receive the names of witnesses to the shooting incident in which 
the two defendants were arrested May 11. The release of the 
names, ordered Wednesday by Municipal Court Judge William 
Kelsay, ended attempts by the district attorney's office to 
prevent defense attorneys from contacting witnesses. 


Kelsay directed the district attorney to allow defense at- 


sheriff's investigators. The witnesses are not, however, bound 
by subpoena and may refuse to talk with the defense lawyers. 
The decision also halted the disclosure of the addresses of 21 
witnesses. Two addresses will be released—those of Kenny 
Lynn Hall and Grady Michael Johnson, participants in the 
Aptos barroom brawl in which two shots were fired. 


- Newton’s attorney, Floyd Silliman, referred in Wednesday's 
hearing to the “questionable character” of a witness who gave a 
declaration to the court. Assistant DA Ralph Boroff charged 
the defense with making unfair references to “this witness’ 
[Kenny Hall's] trait for violence.” Boroff continued, ‘*Mr. 
Newton undoubtedly has a reputation in any community in this 
country as being a violent man,” This statement brought 
vigorous objections from defense attorneys and an admonish- 
ment from Kelsay. The judge asked, ““What are you gaining, 
Mr. Boroff, by saying this?...I don’t see your point.” Boroff 
admitted to City ona Hill after the hearing that his reference to 
Newton's reputation was an unfair one, saying, “It has no place 
in a court of law...I was just trying to make a point about 


Names released in Ne 


torneys to interview all witnesses who had given statements to _ 
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Newton presents his philosophy 


by Scott Forter and Dan Pulcrano 


call space is not void, but space is only the dispersion of 
matter,” he explained. 

‘I want to break down the illusion that there is distance 
between us, because if everything is matter, then where do I end 
and you begin? It’s all solid here,”’ he told the audience, “And if 
it’s all solid here, then I question who I am. I start to believe that 
I am not ‘I’, that I am ‘we’.”’ 

Newton applied this system to ecological and social responsi- 
bility. He feels that our waterways and airways are a part of us 


‘that our lives depend upon. The question, ‘“‘Am I my brother’s 


keeper?” does not need to be asked; ‘“‘I am my brother,” he 
contended. 

Technology and science, he concluded, have developed to 
the point where machines can be turned on ‘“‘not for profit 
reasons, but for survival reasons, so that everyone will have a 
job. And then we wouldn’t have to discuss whether Bakke 
should go to medical school or not...We will be happy that he 
should want to go because everyone should be able to go, 
especially based on the poor medical health of this country.” 

During the question and answer period, Newton had 
promised to answer all questions concerning his arrest last 
month in Santa Cruz. But no one asked. Instead he answered 
questions about Panther Elmer Pratt, his trip to Cuba, his “‘I- 
we” dialectics, his cars and Fred Hampton. He promised to 
counter the Aristotelian logic of his questioners with his system 
of dialectical historical materialism. 

To a questioner who asked him to rationalize his ownership of 
two Mercedes Benzes and a Lincoln Continental, he replied 
that he lived in a collective that owned 56 cars. “‘I ride first-class 
so that I can use the maximum of my energy in order to make a 
significant change, because I am not impressed with what you 
value,” he shot back. 

On the subject of his Mercedes, Newton said afterwards, 
“The whole thing is cheap. We have enough machines to make 
the whole world housed, clothed, and not even regimented 
because I think they can produce more than an abundance of 
what any individual wants...If it was true that there was only X 
amount of things...If the water hole could only support ten and 
there were 20 people around, then I think that that would lay 
down a situation where whoever picks up a club for his 

survival—I can’t see any reason why he shouldn’t do it. But if 
the water hole can supply enough water for everybody, then 
there’s no need to pick up the club...But these people talk as 
if...Because they’re fools, they think that technology can only 
produce enough to support a limited number.” 

Newton, in response to a question about Cuba, characterized 
it as “‘a country struggling for a new way, a collective life.”” He 
closed the evening by saying that what he and Fred Hampton 
had been trying to do was, “to create a new world, which is 
sometimes called a Communist world, where there can be no 
master and no servant. And administrators and oppressors of all 
kinds will be swept to their graves. And then I canlive in peace.” 


wton case 


reputation evidence.” Silliman called Boroff’s remark ‘“‘inten- 
tionally inflammatory and irresponsible.” 

The prosecutor, in arguing against the release of names, 
introduced two declarations from witnesses which he sought to 
have kept secret due to “highly inflammatory evidence.” Boroff 


" also refused to state in court his specific objections to disclosure. 


Kelsay called the defense and prosecution attorneys into a 
lengthy meeting in court chambers which resulted in Kelsay’s 
decision, 

The refusal to release the names of witnesses was begun when 
sheriff's investigators received reports that two people had 
received theatening phone calls within hours of the early- 
morning barroom incident. Such “threats” were later revealed 
to be of questionable origin and credibility. [See CHP, May 18, 
1978.] A spokesperson for the sheriff's department has said that 
there have been no reports of “threats” since the original phone 
calls. 

Meanwhile, Newton has reasserted that his arrest was *‘a 
frame-up of some kind.” He has told CHP in recent interviews, 
“I’m innocent...I didn’t do what they said I did.” 

When asked about what role the FBI may have played in his 
recent arrest, Newton replied, “I don’t know yet.” To a 
question as to whether he had a premonition or a feeling that 
something was about to happen as he walked into the 
Mediterranean Cocktail Lounge on the night of his arrest, he 
responded, “‘No, I was totally surprised.” 

Newton says he does not fear going back to prison. In his 
speech last Thursday at College Five. he said. “I’ve been 
_ railroaded many times and I don’t expect it to stop.” 
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Or, Huey P. Newton in the Temple of the Ignorites 


by Chaka Macumba 


He, in a black chemise, 

was a phenomenonologist. 
An abstract swordsman as 
he struck at their disease— 
He appeared to be a knight, 
but not in armor. A black 
knight, not romantic. 


Nor, did he use a lance 

to rip apart, but sought 

to bring together, so called— 
matter and anti-matter. Like 
Jesu, he scorned their temple, 
drove out its demons and made 
them cower. Before his (s)word, 
they whimpered into silence. 
Their pet phrases and ideas went 
yelping to their master. So much— 
for Aristotle! 


Quick, by opposite, He startled! 

Surprise! Surprise! Right before 

their eyes-danced the Bar-room Brawler! 

Skipping through their conditions, he 

attacked their Gestalt further-and then 

further-until they could only mumble 

about the quality of his motor. But, 

like each new generation numbed by truth— 
’ tonite they will question themselves tomorrow— 

and if enough, will become immortal. As— 

He, who is one with all and all that matters. 


I say, bring him back! 

Bring him back, I say! 

The Black Knight! 

The one with the Joker-smile, 

your luck if you please, if this— 

is possible! Privilege ourselves 

to listen, for the Universe is speaking: 
We are one and we are one together. This 
is Truth and Truth is all that matters. 


Thus, He brought us all together— 
to tell us this, and then one better: 
Illusion is nothing but false ideas, 
none more false than our concept of “the other”. 
And he charged them with his (s)word and shaped 
them into a universal image. Therefore, the image 
of his father, and of ourselves, for we are all 
Brothers, Fathers, Sisters, Mothers. Then, having 
spoke, retrieved his sword and left us. 


© Chaka Macumba, June 1978 a 
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by Katie Goldman 

Eugene H. Cota-Robles, one of the few 
major administrators in office since the days 
of founding-Chancellor Dean McHenry, has 
resigned from his position as academic vice 
chancellor at UCSC. 


Cota-Robles has held the number two post 
under four chancellors. He has also been 
director of affirmative action at UCSC for 
five years. 

The academic administrator will not ac- 
tually leave either post until replacements 
have been found in the university-wide search 
that is now underway. 

The biology professor, a fellow of Stevenson 
College, hopes to give his full attention to 
teaching and research at UCSC. 

Cota-Robles, who earned his MA and 
Ph.D degrees at UC Davis, anticipates ex- 
panding his studies of marine microorganisms 
and their viruses. He will offer instruction in 


ELECTION from p. 3 


Walt Kubas, who tallied 44.6 percent to 
Noren’s 54.4 percent. Write-in candidate 
Lowell Hunter’s totals are not yet available. 

In another race related to law enforcement, 
Chief Deputy District Attorney Art Danner 
clobbered District Attorney Phil Harry and 
lawyer/cartoonist Tim Eagan. Danner gained 
60.5 percent of the vote and avoided facing 
Harry in a November runoff. Harry received 
24 percent and Eagan, who mounted only a 
small campaign, received 15.3 percent. 


THANK YOU! 


You are the best 
in ‘78! 


\ Cota-Robles resigns 
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microbiology and virology for the biology 
board of studies. 

In addition he proposes to develop a course 
for the Stevenson College major in Modern 
Society and Social Thought in “Biclogical 
Differences and Social Equality.” 

With Cota-Robles’ supervision, the cam- 
pus has fostered programs for ethnic studies 
and junior faculty development. He has helped 
to merge academic planning with program 
budgeting and has directed the 1977-78 
Academic Plan. During his term, a high 
priority has been given to implementation of 
affirmative action on the campus, especially 
in academic dreas. 

“These years of administrative change and 
turmoil have been exciting and challenging,” 
Cota-Robles said. “I hope my contributions 
have helped the campus during difficult times. 
I now look forward to returning to my labora- 
tory and to spending time with students in an 
educational mode.” 


Jim Crandall and Bob Petersen will face 
one another in the November runoff for 
assessor. Petersen narrowly defeated Amoldo 
Gil-Osorio for the runoff spot. Gil-Osorio 
received about three-quarters of the campus 
voote. 

Richard Van Deren, who also received the 
bulk of the campus vote, will face Dick 
Struck in the November runoff. Richard Bristow 
ran a Close third and Mark Lewis placed last. 

Returning to the supervisorial elections, 
third district Supervisor Gary Patton avoided 
a runoff by gaining slightly over 51 percent of 
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REG FEE ALLOCATIONS 


At a recent meeting of the Reg Fee 
Committee, Chancellor Robert Sinsheimer 
indicated that he favors the following formula 
for allocating the university’s $400,000 in 
capital reserves: 

Approximately $200,000 may beset aside 
for construction of a west campus swimming 
pool. The estimated cost for building a pool is 
$350,000. The chancellor promised to vigor- 
ously seek state and private funds and en- 
dowments to make up the difference. 

The Campus Health Center’s Dental Clinic 
will probably be funded for its full request of 
$61,000. 

City on a Hill will receive the approxi- 
mately $18,000 it asked for. 

KZSC-FM, the campus radio station, will 
have its funds for capital improvements with- 
held until next year’s student enrollments are 
known. 

In addition, funds for new projects such as 
the Center for Student Studies will be defer- 


the vote. His strongest challenge came from 
Dick Little, a local radio personality. Patton 
received 7,008 votes as opposed to Little’s 
4,067. It is interesting to note that on-campus 
students contributed 21.7 percent or 1,527 
votes to Patton’s total. Little received only 40 
votes on campus. On-campus students also 
voted solidly in support of Measures H and I, 
which received 92 percent and 96 percent 
respectively. Measures G and J were also 
approved overwhelmingly, with G receiving 
88 percent and J eceiving 97 percent. 

The 49.8 percent turnout for on-campus 
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red unless next year’s enrollment is higher 
than expected. 

Lastly, Sinsheimer re-introduced $40,000 
into the budget, to be divided equally among 
the eight college bursars. 

The chancellor gave his preferences for 
budget allocations in response to the recent 
campus-wide student referendum, in which 
the pool received the most votes, followed by 
the dental clinic, KZSC, and City on a Hill. 

Reg Fees will increase by $8 next year. 
The money generated by the fees goes to 
support student services such as counseling, 
health care, and cultural activities. Last year 
the minimum fee was raised throughout the 
UC system from $100 to $116. Fee levels are 
set by the student dominated Registration 
Fee Committee. Fees at other UC campuses 
next year will range from $116 at Davis and 
Santa Barbara to $131 at Berkeley and San 
Francisco. San Diego will charge $125, Irvine 
$122, and UCLA, like UCSC, $124. 


voters was below the countywide average of 
65 percent. One explanation for the seeming- 
ly low turnout is that several students listed as 
voters on campus live elsewhere or have since 
graduated since the last time they registered 
to vote. 

That the student vote can be crucial to 
campaigns is evidenced by Gary Patton’s 
election. The results of this election leave the 
county with a politically conservative local 
goverment. The substantial opposition to 
the victorious majority, symbolized by the 
unified student vote, foretells future conflicts. 
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Panel attacks U.S. sterilization policy 


by Tina Courtright 


There's no space for all those brown babies here 

It’s a child-beating society, 

divided against selfsame blood, 

eager to export the solution: 

US prime sterilization 

of the life processes; 

a death culture 

carried by missionaries and rockefeller agents: 

the peddlers of chains that tie the tubes. 

They come wrapped in sigris saying: Free the Women... 
from ‘‘Malthusian Mythologies” 


Angela Davis, Lee Brightman, Sandra Salazar, and Barbara 
Garcia joined forces in a crowded Merrill dining hall Friday 
night to speak about the forced sterilization of Native American 
and Third World people. 

The forum, sponsored by the newly-formed Coalition Against 
Sterilization Abuse and the UCSC Inter-Tribal Alliance, was 
held as part of a nation-wide effort to publicize the extent of 
sterilization abuse and to force federal and state government to 
halt what is seen by many as genocide—apparently nearly one- 
third of Native American women are sterilized today. 

Davis, co-chairperson: of the National Alliance Against 
Racial and Political Repression, spoke first explaining that 
while abortion and birth rights have traditionally been espoused 
by the privileged and were separated from the broader issue of 
reproductive rights, simultaneous movements were consistently 
under way to force birth control upon Third World women. 

By the 1920s, she said, “24 states had laws that made 
sterilization mandatory for certain kinds of people.” Margaret 
Sanger, pioneer of the birth control movement of this century, 
has herself said that “the birth control movement needs less 
birth control for the fit and more birth control for the unfit.” 
Strategies to implement this plan have not been lacking. For 
example, admitting that “we don’t want the word to get out that 
we want to exterminate the Negro population,’ Sanger’s 
organization hired black ministers to lead the crusade for birth 
control of black women. 

In the 1950s, said Davis, the U.S. policy of “birth control for 
some, population control for others,” was implemented overtly 
in Puerto Rico, where today over 37 percent of the women have 
been forcibly or unwittingly sterilized. Additionally, said Davis, 
through programs such as the Agency for International Development 
(AID), the US has trained personnel for sterilization centers 
throughout the Third World. 


“Resources divided by population equals 
well-being. We’re trying to lower the de- 
nominator in that equation,” said R.T. 
Ravenholt, director of the U.S. Office of 
Population, a department of the Agency for 
International Development (AID). In recent 
years, AID has. spent more in population 
control programs than in agriculture and 
rural development programs combined. 
Agency funds are channeled through insti- 
tutions such as the Johns Hopkins School 
of Medicine ($50 million per year) which 
has trained over 590 doctors from 60 coun- 
tries—primarily Third World—in steriliza- 
tion techniques. 

—Dollars and Sense, Dec. 1977 


LS 


The problem, she said, “has to do with an effort to preserve 
the influence and legitimacy of a class of people who have 
monopolized the wealth of most of the world...they thought they 
could solve poverty, malnutrition, medical care, etc. by reducing 
population.” Davis called this logic misleading, saying, “there 
is more than enough to go around if people like the Rockefeller 
family weren’t sitting on top of it!” 

In closing, Davis called for a multi-racial movement for both 
abortion and child-bearing rights, which “‘must be placed in the 
context of a broader reproductive rights campaign...We have to 
be able to choose to have children if we want to have them and 
not to have children when we don’t want to have them.” 
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Sandra Salazar, former chairperson of Sterilization Abuse 
and the Coalition for Medical Rights of Women, spoke next 
about the organizing efforts currently taking place around the 
issue of reproductive rights. Salazar is presently a Civil Rights 
Officer of the State Department of Health in Sacramento. 

Saying that forced sterilization “could very well happen to 
any of us,” Salazar noted that sterilization was a global issue in 
the early 1970’s, when it was made public that young black 
women in the South had been sterilized without their knowledge. 
As a result of organized pressure, federal regulations were 
issued to control such abuses, but it was soon discovered that 
over 65 percent of instruction hospitals in the US were actively 
ignoring them. 

In gathering information on sterilization activity, it was found 
that not only were 80 percent of the operations performed on 
Third World women, but also “that lack of a consent form was 
almost universal,” said Salazar. 

A concerted effort produced a set of regulations ultimately 
adopted in California. Under the guidelines the following was 
necessary before operating: informed consent; a 14-day waiting 


period following consent; a ban on proposing sterilization to: 


women within less than 24 hours of abortion or delivery, since 
women are often tricked into signing consent forms while in 


.labor or under anaesthesia; the right of an individual to a patient 


advocate throughout the decision-making process; the publish- 
ing of an information booklet in at least Spanish and English; 
and collection of precise data concerning sex, race, ethnicity, 
and primary language of patients. 


__ Although the passage of the regulations constituted a victory © 
especially for poor and Third World women in California, 


their enforcement has been difficult without constant pressure 


from health officials and reproductive rights groups, said 
Salazar. 

In addition, the California Medical Association has already 
sued the Department of Health, claiming that not only was there 
no sterilization abuse in the profession, but that the department 
did not have the constitutional authority to enforce the regula- 
tions. Even though the state superior court issued an unprece- 
dented 45 page opinion supporting the constitutionality of the 
regulations, the CMA plans to appeal. 

“The most important thing,” said Salazar, “is that most of the 
work on the suit was done by women, most of the attorneys were 
women—this represents a very good thing, for as women we 
have identified the issue.” As of yet, new federal regulations 


have not been issued, and Salazar claims that “they never’ 


intended to.” 

Illustrating the class and race bias of the mainstream women’s 
movement today, Salazar blasted the National Organization of 
Women (NOW) for its repeated refusal to take a stand on the 
issue of forced sterilization, despite the fact that its prime 
victims are also the first to suffer from a halt in federal funding of 
abortion. NOW apparently fears that putting restrictions on 
sterilization would lead to regulations on abortion, but Salazar, 
herself a member, pointed out that “the issues are inextricably 
intertwined—if women can't get abortions, they are going to 
choose sterilization.” 

Salazar completed her talk with a call for watchfulness and 
involvement on the part of all women around the issue of 
sterilization. “*‘ How many of our mothers,” she said. “have had 
hysterectomies without medical indications?” 

Barbara Garcia, a Native American community organizer, 


A ALR. RRA 


directly addressed the effect of forced sterilization on Native 
Americans. 

Sterilization is one of the most effective ways the US 
government has of reducing the number of Native Americans in 
this country, she said. For example, since individuals must bear 
a minimum percentage of Native American blood to be 
admitted ‘to reservations, full-blooded women are often sterilized 
to generationally reduce the number of children on reservations, 
said Garcia. 


ee ene eta ae ae ena nT 
“Government employees [in India] were 
told that they would not receive their pay- 
checks unless the produced a certain month- 

ly quota of candidates for sterilization.” 
—Dollars and Sense, Dec. 1977 


Garcia also spoke of the effects of sterilization on Native 
American families, for whom children often comprise the only 
future. ‘‘This is causing a lot of separations and divorces,” she 
said. ‘‘When you’re sterilized, how do you go home to your 
parents and grandparents and tell them there will be no more 
children, no more grandchildren?” _ 

“It’s not just minority groups, it’s spreading,” Garcia warned. - 
““We’re being reduced very fast—the American Indian is the 
smallest minority group left in the US.” At the present rate of 
sterilization, she said, Native American families will be forced 
to turn to adoption to survive throughout the coming generations. 

The final speaker was Lee Brightman, president of the United 
Native Americans and director of Native American Studies at 
Contra Costa College, who provided what he called the “male 
perspective” on the sterilization of Native Americans. 

‘Family planning in this country now is basically sterilization,” 
he said, adding that “‘it’s been going on for 20 to 30 years...It 
seems as though they’ve got a grudge against minority people— 
and they do.” It was recently shown that in a three year period, 
3406 women and 142 Native American men had been sterilized 
in only four states, a figure which implies a stunning rate of 
approximately 16,000 sterilizations per year out of a Native 
American population of only 860,000. 
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“A Cree Indian woman whom I met right 
here at UCSC told me that she had been 
sterilized. They had told her that it was 
reversible. She said that most of the women 
on her reservation were sterilized.” 

—Lee Brightman 


TE 


With a barrage of facts and figures, Brightman illustrated the 
global connections of forced sterilization funded by both the 
US government and private foundations such as the Ford and 
Rockefeller groups. In “trying to rid themselves of poverty and 
minorities at one whack,” he said, there have been concerted 
efforts, for example, to force women on welfare to undergo 
sterilization. 

Emphasizing that “this is never going to stop unless we as 
people get together and do something about it,” Brightman 
revealed the plan of his organization to sue the federal govern- 
ment for $300 million, to ask for the resignation of all ten Indian 
Health Service center directors, and to instigate criminal 
proceedings against them. 

In response to a question from the audience, Brightman 
pointed to the current “‘news blackout” on the sterilization of 
Third Wofld and Native American women. “It’s time that the 
women’s liberation and feminist movement got behind this and 
demanded that major news services run articles on it!” 

The forum closed with a discussion of strategies for confront- 
ing both reactionary “Right-to-Life” forces as well as the 
federal government. Davis explained that sterilization was 
indeed a “counter-revolutionary weapon” in Third World 
countries, as well as part of an overall crackdown on minority 
populations at home. According to her, contemporary conser- 
vative backlash is “part of a pattern designed to find scapegoats 
everywhere,”’ and must be countered with positive efforts to 
establish childcare centers and comprehensive medical care in 
order to make true “right to life’ a reality for women of all ragesi f 
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by Jerry Smith 

Public recognition of solar energy as a viable alternative to 
current energy sources has been growing. Not least of all at 
UCSC where a number of students have been developing solar 
projects. 

As part of an Environmental Studies student-directed semi- 
nar entitled ‘Alternative Energy and Appropriate Technology,” 
projects including a solar greenhouse at Merrill College, a solar 
water heating system at the farm, a composting gushless toilet, 
and an organic farming system have been developed. 

The most recent.class project has been the construction and 
installation of a solar heating system for water at Stevenson 
dorm six. Although other colleges across the country have 
dorms and buildings which utilize the power of the sun, this will 
be the first for UCSC. The completed system is to be dedicated 


this week. 
In the spirit of recent interest in solar power and other 


alternatives to centralized utility control, which culminated 
May 3 with the nationwide Sun Day celebration, including 
Governor Brown’s announced formation of a SOLARCAL 
agency to coordinate solar development statewide, the student- 
directed seminar has also been giving environmental education 
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RECYCLE YOUR TEXTBOOKS 
Cash for your books 

June 14th, 15th, & 16th 
10:00 am ta 4:00 pm 
Here’s How It Works: 


The Bookstore can buy back from you, during the days and times above, 


TOP VALUE—If your current edition books are in good condition 
and have been ordered by faculty for Spring quarter, we pay 50% 
of the new list price. even if you purchased the book as used. 


MARKET VALUE—Books of current edition not being used on our 
campus can be sold at going market price. The agent buying 
these books must ship them to warehouses and take a chance 
that they can be resold to another school. The Bookstore has 
this agent here as a service to buy those books we are unable to 


Remember to look for used copies when buying your books at the Bay 
Tree Bookstore. Buying used books can save you 25%. 


~ #The Day Tree 
Se‘ Pookstore 
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Students build UCSC’s first solar heater 


lectures at local elementary schools and started a solar work- 
shop with members of the Grey Bears. 

The initial idea of solar-heating the water of a campus facility 
came from Crown College Bursar Don Vandenberg, who 
thought Merrill dorm B might be a good site. Since that time, the 


idea went through several changes before Stevenson was ° 


selected as the most suitable location due to the dorm’s size and 
exposure to the sun. 

By the end of winter quarter, sufficient funds had been raised 
from on-campus sources, including Vandenburg, Chancellor 
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on a Hill would like to 
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119 Walnut Avenue Santa Cruz 423.7103 


Sinsheimer, and a student-generated learning grant, to begin the 
project in early April. Construction continued through spring 
quarter with the students of the seminar gathering on the roof of 
dorm six Wednesday and Thursday afternoons to build the 
wooden frame that would hold six solar energy collectors. The 
collectors themselves were assesmbled by the students from a 
kit at the Laurel Community Center during the Sun Day 
festivities. 

Fund-raising as well as the actual design of the system was 
carried out by the three project coordinators, Elliot Burch, 
Tony Sloss, and the author. Frank Neilson, a former contractor 
who is now aconstruction inspector for Campus Facilities, was 
helpful with advice. 

The completed system will supply up to 50 percent of the 
dorm‘s hot water needs. The solar system will actually pre-heat 
the dorm’s water supply. The water will then pass intu one of the 
original gas water heaters where it will be brought to the proper 
temperature. The amount of money saved in reduced utility bills 
will translate over a ten-year period into the costs of building the 
solar collectors. After the system has paid for itself, operation 
will essentially cost nothing. 
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‘Rate increase 


by Randlett Lawrence 

A delegation representing the residents of the student apart- 
ments met with Chancellor Sinsheimer Tuesday afternoon to 
inform him of their intention to withold rent payments unless the 
proposed\$15 rent increase is rescinded. The chancellor re- 
portedly expressed sympathy for the students’ position saying, 
“TI was a graduate student myself,” but he avoided taking a 
position on the issue. 


The strike, scheduled for July 1 when the rent increase is 
scheduled to take effect, is seen as a “last resort” after 
negotiations with complex manager Rob Chrisler failed to pro- 
duce what the residents consider an acceptable contract. The 
students and their spouses claim that the rest of the student body 
is being misled about the issue and that they are being held 
financially responsible for costly management errors. 


‘*The issue is not how rents in student apartments compare to 
those downtown. It is that with the rent increase the amount we 
pay will constitute 5O percent of our income. We simply cannot 
afford it. It would drive us out,” says Jill Greensite, one of the - 
many residents with pre-school-age children. “The consensus 
in the complex,” she says, “‘is to strike, withold rents.”” Ms. 
Greensite produced a brochure put out by Chrisler which lays 
the blame for the rent increase on rising utility bills. The 
brochure states that the utility bill per apartment is $52.88. 
Pacific Gas and Electric has released figures showing that a 
comparable unit downtown costs about $17.50 per month for 
utilities. Chrisler attributes the astronomical heating bills to the 
inefficiency of the apartments’ oversized boilers. The students 
counter that the management must be held responsible for the 


Commentary 


- Bury my heart at 


by David Arenson 
Pat Liberty stood in the corner dressed in a gold and black 
evening gown with a cigarette holder in her hand. Ed Borovatz 
had been recalled by 74 votes oout of 14,074 cast. His only 
crime was not being the sort of person who uses, a cigarette 
holder. 


Liberty, after expressing profound surprise at “winning,” 
said she wanted to get together with “the Borovatz campaign 
people” and “heal the wounds.” 


No doubt her house is decorated in good taste. No doubt the 
houses of all the wealthy recall financiers are also decorated in 
good taste. Wealth seems to breed good taste, and in the case of 


Commentary 


by Tina Courtright 

The Council of Provosts, in a letter to all UCSC students last 
week, has suddenly taken it upon its collective self to inform us 
of a housing crisis on the UCSC campus. Apparently 23 
percent of the rooms are now vacant, and a shutdown of several 
dorms is imminent. Despite an annual housing fee hike, a 
$300,000 deficit is on the books for next year. , 

In the letter, we are regretfully told that the campus housing 
crisis is only part of the “larger and more serious problem in the 
greater Santa Cruz community.” Indeed. And what has caused 
this problem? “Inflation, limited construction of new housing 
units, the scenic and environmental amenities which make 
Santa Cruz a desirable residential location...and the growing 
number of student residents from both UCSC and Cabrillo 
College.” The letter further implies that student competition 
has been the force driving up housing costs so dramatically over 
the past several years. 

Although the provosts concede that ““dorm living clearly has 
its limitations,” they implore us to ‘‘develop a truly residential 
campus community” and to help “‘solve” the housing problem 
by moving on up to the hill. “Consider your social responsibility 
for the adverse impact of student on community off-campus 
housing,” they ask. If only it were so simple. 


First, students have become the scapegoats for the acute 
housing shortage in this county. There is a less than two percent 
rental vacancy rate here, whereas the “crisis threshold” is 
defined at 5 percent. Rents have tripled since 1970. The crisis, 
then, is real enough— but it is either irresponsible or politically 
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inefficiency it chose to install. Proposals to turn off the boilers 
for a set period each night and/or to make the conversion to 
solar heating have repeatedly been rejected. 


The students assert that the housing complex, located down 
the hill from College Five, is the only appendage of the 
campuswide housing network to be in the black financially. 
They claim that they are being made to pay for other, less 
profitable student lodgings, specifically the dorms. Chrisler 
discounts this claim, saying that ‘‘no student apartment money 
is going to bail-out the college housing program. We are 
presently over $20,000 in the red, besides the vast majority of 
the community building loan came from reserves built up by the 
colleges.” 


The proposed rent increase will be the second such hike in the 
past year. The reason given for the size of last year’s increase 
that it would “avoid having to increase the rent by a small (say 
$5) amount each year.” 


Considerable resident hostility seems to be directed at 
Chrisler himself. Part of the rent increase ($6 per month per 
apartment) is going for the student apartment manager to have 
his time increased from the present 40 percent to 100 percent. 
They question both the“‘desirability and necessity” of this in- 
crease. The ideological underpinning of the students and their 
cohabitants is opposition to a situation in which decisions are 
made and their money is spent without their participation. They 
take exception to decisions made recently concerning child care 
facilities and the purchase of allegedly unnecessary equip- 
ment. Chrisler points to his detailed brochure as an example of 


the county building 


our new county board of supervisors, that taste is for blood. 
Jarvis-Gann has passed, and now Liberty, Forbus, Liddicoat, 

and Smith can repeal social service programs to their hearts’ 

content. They can do other things too, things equally nasty-and 


full of good taste. Who needs tr¢es when there is concrete to be. 


poured, neon signs to put up, and air to pollute. And working 
with newly re-elected Sheriff Al Noren, think of all the tasteful 
things they can do for our civil liberties. It sounds like a grand 
old time if you’re wealthy, neurotic, and live off the sweat of the 
working class. You grow to like the taste of that sweat, the good 
taste of privilege, the smell of another dollar. Cigarette holders 
are seldom used by those who work in the factories that 
manufacture them. Wounds will never be healed by those who 
do the wounding. 


Provosts’ housing plea called 


blind of the provosts to refuse to recognize one of the principal 
facts behind it, which is rampant speculation. The biggest 
industry in Santa Cruz County is real estate, whereby shelter, a 
human need, becomes a profit-making commodity in the hands 
of investors. The housing market in Santa Cruz is a seller’s 
market, with the average price for a newly-constructed house at 
$70,000; prospective tenants are faced with little choice of 
either rental unit or price, as landlords are both willing and able 
to get away with charging exorbitant rents for mediocre houses 
and apartments. Additionally, it is absolutely false that there is 
alack of new construction, as we can see ourselves each time we 


_ enter or exit this campus. Rather, high-profit luxury apartments, 


condominiums and expensive single family homes are prolifer- 
ating at record rates while there is scarcely any construction of 
low- and moderate-income housing. The provosts’ suggestion 
to move on-campus as a solution to the housing crisis does not 
even begin to address these phenomena. 

Second, while good arguments can be made for re-establishing 
a residential campus community, it is astounding that represen- 
tatives of the University of California would appeal to students’ 
sense of “social responsibility” in such a blatantly opportunist 


manner. In asking us to “consider living on campus as a socially _ 


responsible act,” they would like us to believe that they 
understand the meaning of the phrase. An institution which is 
responsible for developing the atom bomb and virtually all 
nuclear weaponry in the U.S.; an institution which bankrolls 
agribusiness’ assault on farm labor by undertaking agricultural 
mechanization research; an institution which, despite inter- 
national protest. doggedly maintains huge investments in 


Student apartment rent strike imminent 


his responsiveness and willingness to engage in constructive 
dialogue. Attorneys for the dissident residents are skeptical of 
the university’s willingness to evict those officially delinquent in 
their rent payments. The university, they say, has too many 
other ways of exerting pressure on students such as witholding 
registration or denying financial aid, to resort to evictions with 
all its accompanying bad publicity. Residents object bitterly to 
what they claim to be an unfair imbalance of power. 


POSSIBLE FRAUD _ 
IN SBPC ELECTION 


by David Arenson 

Possible improprieties in the ballots cast for write-in candi- 
date Jim Harrow may invalidate the campuswide election for 
UC Student Body President’s Council (SBPC) representative. 

Harrow, a Crown sophomore majoring in politics, received 
218 write-in votes, a clear majority over the combined 156 
votes received by the candidates listed on the ballot. Of those 
candidates, Bruce McWilliams led with 88 votes and was 
followed by Jayne Yvonne with 53 and Michael Reece with 15. 

A little over 6 percent of the student population voted. Ballots 
and campaign statements were place in student mailboxes last 
Thursday. 

Student Affairs officials counting the ballots said they 
noticed that the handwriting on several of the Harrow write-ins 
appeared to be the same. 

Harrow, in an interview, said that some “friends from 
Stevenson and Cowell had the zany idea of throwing me up for 
election.”” Describing himself as a serious candidate, Harrow 
said that his friends collected discarded ballots near mailboxes 
and asked passers-by to write his name in. | 

He said he would favor holding the election over “if it was 
monitored so that each person can cast one ballot.”’ Vice- 
Chancellor for Student Affairs David Tilley has referred the 
legitimacy question to the student committee on committees 
which meets tomorrow. If they should decide to invalidate the 
election, a new one could not be held until fall quarter. . 

On issues of importance to students, Harrow said he sup- 
ported the idea that UC should divest its holdings in corpo- 
rations that do business in South Africa. 

On the issue of Bakke, Harrow at first refused to comment, 
but later said that the issue is “‘so muddled and my knowledge so 
scant.” 

But he went on to clarify his position, saying, “‘Minorities 
should still be given perhaps preferential treatment in admission 
to professional schools.” 

If Harrow’s election is upheld, McWilliams will serve as 
alternate SBPC representative. The vote on whether to have an 
alternate representative was 137 in favor, 120 against. 


opportunist 


apartheid South Africa; an institution which permits its faculty 
to pursue research for the murderous Department of ‘“‘Defense’”’; 
in short, an institution controlled by representatives of some of 
the largest corporations in the U.S. would seek to show us how 
to be “socially responsible.”’ It would be funny if it were not so 
tragic. 

It is not UCSC’s “fault” that there is a 23 percent vacancy 
rate in campus housing, nor that enrollments are declining here 
and systemwide. The crunch is on all over the world, yet 
historically it has always been the ones most affected by 
cutbacks who have been blamed for the necessity of instituting 
them. It is true that resources are scarce, but the scarcity arises 
from the way in which, and by whom, they are allocated. We 
must stop looking for scapegoats and begin looking at the real 
causes of the problems we face today. 

Moving on campus merely to forestall the university’s 
housing problems is an insufficient reason, though perhaps an 
advantageous personal choice. To begin to effectively combat 
the housing crisis in this county is to join ongoing efforts by local 
groups to organize around the issue of housing as a human need, 
not a commodity. There is currently a petition drive underway 
to put anti-speculation and rent control initiatives on the 
November ballot in Santa Cruz, as well as an organization 
which seeks to establish cooperative housing units. We can at 
least start here. 

We must not let ourselves be duped once again into believing 
that contemporary social, political and economic crises can be 
confronted individually. The problem is systemic: to be 
“socially responsible” is to undertake systemic- change: 
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EDITORIAL 


After the recall 


There is no denying it. We lost. The Santa Cruz County Board of 
Supervisors is now a stronghold for haughty ultra-conservatism. 
Dan ‘“‘Chamber of Commerce”’ Forbus garnered 542 votes fewer 
than Phil Baldwin, and Pat Liberty trailed Ed Borovatz by 2,856 
votes. Yet Forbus and Liberty are the new first and fifth district 
supervisors. 

Yes, this election did much to inspire the youth of our country 
with the workings of democracy. Everyone deplores apathy and we 
all claim to be bewildered by political violence. The question we 
must ask ourselves is what else can we expect in a world where big 
money buys elections and the number of votes you get has little to 
do with who does and does not get elected? 

The raw truth of this election is that the proponents of the recall 
spent five times as much money and received 30 percent fewer 
votes than did the no-recall candidates. Yet the recall legally won. 
Hundreds of volunteers, many of them students, who had never 
before participated in electoral politics have seen democracy 
violated. 

The new conservative majority on the board of supervisors owes 
its existence to a legal fluke. The student community is clearly 
opposed to the presence of right wing domagogues like Pat Liberty 
and Marilyn Liddicoat in local government. With the aid of the 
student vote, the city of Santa Cruz re-elected Gary Patton by a 
landslide, carried the CALM initiatives, endorsed growth manage- 
ment, and picked Walt Kubas over Al Noren. 

_ Students actively participated in the broadest coalition of Santa 
Cruz citizenry in recent memory, working for the first time in years 
alongside trade unionists and senior citizens. A network of 
personal and political ties has been established. How effectively we 
take advantage of it will determine the outcome of the rent control 
initiative in November and the city council races next spring. 

Let us resist cynicism. It is a trap set by those who seek to 
maintain the status quo. Let us look to the future and learn from the 
past. 


Gay Pride Week 


This is Gay Pride Week, a time when we should affirm the rights 
of those whose sexual preferences differ from those of the majority. 
The recent homophobic backlash serves as another grim reminder 
that minorities in general, and gays in particular, are still victims of 
discrimination. 

Though it may be the intent of the US Constitution to protect the 
rights of minorities as well as those of the majority, the recent 
failure of gay rights ordinances in St. Paul, Minnesota, and 
Eugene, Oregon, show that fundamental principles such as equal 
justice under the law have yet to be universally applied. 

In California, voters in November will face the Briggs Initiative, 
which subjects to dismissal any public school employee who 
discusses, advocates, or participates in homosexual behavior. This 
is but another example of the New Right backlash against gays and 
other minorities, which is further evidenced by recent attacks on 
affirmative action and the Equal Rights Amendment. 

As human beings, we should recognize the right of consenting 
adults to do as they wish and not be penalized for it in either 
economic or legal realms. Fortunately, State Senator Milton 
Marks is proposing that the legislature bar discrimination based 
upon sexual preference. 

We commend his effort and hope that people of all sexual 
persuasions will take a more supportive approach to each others’ 
differences. 


. Editor’s note: This is our last issue of the year. 
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DISAPPEARED 


‘Dear Editor: 

Just today we received an article of your 
newspaper dated May 4, 1978, called “Another 
Chilean Disappears,”’ pages 11 and 18. 

We are the parents of Bautista van Schouwen 
and we have read your article with much 
interest and emotion. We desire to express to 
you and the personnel who labor with you our 
most sincere and warm gratitude. 

Our son disappeared on the 13th of 
December, 1973, let’s say four years and five 
months ago. In our country, Chile, we did our 
most to try to find him but all the answers of 


‘the authorities were the same: we haven't 


arrested your son. After two years of striving 
in this way and not getting anything positive 
we made our mind to go out of our country 
‘and begin a new phase of struggle from the 
exterior, which we did in March, 1976. 

When we struggle for our son we do that not 
only for him but also for the 2800 political 
disappeared ones in Chile and the many 
thousands in Latin America. 

The dictatorship in Chile, the Military 
Junta, has recently decreed an Amnesty com- 
prising the period 11th of September, 1973 
(date of the Coup D’etat) and March, 1978. 
The problem of the Political Prisoners 
Disappeared (2800) was not even mentioned. 
The disappeared gnes have not appeared, the 
{investigations as to the whereabouts has not 
been continued and the assassins, torturers 
and abductors are in complete freedom. 

Instead the dissenters who were expelled 
from the country are allowed to come back 
only on the Junta’s terms, signing previously 
‘a promise that they will not engage in any 
activity precluded by the actual law, that’s to 
say remain mute to any injustice past or 
actual. Besides, many dissesnters have been 
excluded from the Amnesty. In a few words 
this so-called Amnesty is completely biased. 

We congratulate you for your campaign on 
the Human Rights in the South Cone Chile, 
Argentine and Uruguay and Latin America in 
general’that you are waging in your news- 
paper. 

Your efforts together with ours and that of 
other countless people around the world are 
undoubtedly giving some results and if all of 
us persist in this struggle, some better effects 
will come out in the near future. 

Thanking you again, receive our affection- 
ate regard. 

Charlotte van Schouwen 

Bautista van Schouwen 
2290 Sherbrooke Est, apt. 7 
Montreal. PQ Canada, H2K 1E4 


FIELD STUDY 
Dear Editor: 

We read the article on “Merrill— Ten Years 
Later” with interest because of our involve- 
ment with the Merrill Community. Though 
the article did deal with a number of issues 
relevant to the life and history of Merrill 
College, it neglected to mention an important 
program of the College: the Merrill Field 
Program. 

Founded with the College, in 1968, the 
Field Program has been one of the key ways 
that UCSC students have been able to set up 
field placements in both Third World and 
other countries. Last year, for example, 143 
students were involved in full and part time 
Field Study through the Merrill Field Program. 
Thirty-six students did field work outside of 
the US in Mexico, Guatemala, Colombia, 
Peru, El Salvador, Nigeria, South Africa, 
India, Indonesia, Taiwan, and Canada. Eight 
students were involved in full time Field 
Study in the US, and 99 students in part time 
projects in local communities around UCSC. 
Many of these placements were in areas of 


Legal Services, Education, Health Care, and 
Community Organizing Work. 

The Merrill Field Program allows indi- 
vidual students to design their own field work 
projects; and has always actively supported 
the academic foci of the College: World 
Studies, American Studies, Science ahd World 
Society, plus being closely affiliated with the 
Latin American Studies Program and Southeast 
Asian Studies. 

We welcome inquiries about the Merrill 
Field Program and what we have to offer. 


Sincerely, 
Nick Royal & Alan Acosta 
Field Program Staff 


MORE OPPRESSION 


Dear Editor: 

I want to give a right on to Alexis Wiener 
who wrote the letter Sacred Cows. Biologically 
I am a male European (although I think it is 
debatable what I am psychologically), and I 
can easily relate to what was expressed in the 
article “How Guilt Oppresses White Males.” 
Now you may think this oppression is justi- 
fied, and no where near as intense as the 
oppression that occurs on women, but the 
point ig that it is oppression in the exact same 
way that women are oppressed. The hypoc- 
risy comes from trying to fight oppression 
with oppression. It does not matter who is 
doing the oppressing, it is still wrong (or as 
they say, two wrongs don’t make a right). | 
would gladly support any cause to end op- 
pression, but not if it means making myself 
the object of oppression. Nobody is stupid 
enough to fight for something that is against 
his or her interests. I think you would get a 
little better results if you tried working within 
the minds of your enemies, instead of always 
trying to pound away from the outside. 


David Burton 


COOL, NOT COLD 
Dear Editor: 

Don’t get too stoned and too loose on the 
Street and keep track of your sheet. Beware of 
the dark element (and I’m not talking about 
race) but be high. The Swami says, “If you 
get high enough you can be with the stars, if 
you get caught they will put you behind bars.” 

So be cool, but not cold. And that’s hip to 
reality. Like we ain't living in the Paleolithic. 
This is post-Hiroshima. This is the Big Time. 
But you can change reality if you have the will 
to do so, either individually or collectively. A 
local scene that is together, a Community 
Consciousness, can change things. 

Why, I saw it happen in Austin. Texas. 
back in ‘73. The mayor was also the Cadillac 
dealer and four of the city council members 
were rich business people. Well the people 
got it together for the election—the minorities. 
the students, the alternative life style people. 
the liberals, and the ‘‘just folks.’’ We voted in 
a 30 year old Jewish mayor, a Black man, a 
Chicano, a blind man, and three women. 

Dig it! 

We could make things a lot nicer if people 
would Take Part in the Action and Passion of 
the Times. Because this is Your Time! I’m not 
going to endorse any candidate. I do want you 
people to'do your thing in your way in the 
Spirit of Humanity and for the Soul of the 
Earth. 

Sincerely. 
Street Poet 


V.D. ORDEAL 
Dear Editor: 

It was at the end of last quarter when I 
decided to go to the Cowell Health Center 
because I believed I had the symptoms of 

cont, on p. 34 
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OPINION 


Two polemics 
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The myth of objective journalism 


by Deck Hazen 

We live in a world of almost endless stimulation—TV, bill- 
boards, newspapers, radio, magazines, books, our friends and 
family, and at the university, our classes and institutional 
associations—all of these continuously hitting upon us, 
demanding our attention and, from a societal perspective, our 
allegiance or aquiescence. 

In an ostensibly democratic society, such as ours, we are 
taught that out of this limitless procession of stimuli, the 
“rational man” (sic) will be able to discern truth from falsehood. 


justice from injustice, right from wrong, good from bad, etc. 
Thus it is the responsibility of the press to present all 
perspectives and let the readership decide. It is also felt that any 
attempt to limit, censor, or curtail any perspective, is con- 
sequently ‘“‘undemocratic”’ and (according to a few recent 
letters to CHP) border-line facism. 

Using this criteria—every single newspaper, every TV news 
show, every journalistic magazine is unequivocably 
“undemocratic” and guilty of manipulating the news. Every 
news agency (regardless of medium) gets about three times as 
much “input” as it can translate into ‘‘out-put” (what the 
readership sees as ‘“‘news’’). Under this definition, City on a 
Hill Press is guilty of manipulating the news because they 
failed to reprint all the news stories reported in the San 
Francisco Chronicle in the preceding week—CHP has in fact 
censored out the hundreds of stories: millions if one includes 
all the stories from all the other newspapers around the country. 
'The very act of journalism itself is the act of censorship—it is 
the process of excluding the majority of stimuli so that a 
minority of stimuli can be presented—this is what becomes 
“news”. 

The argument that ‘“‘all points of view should be presented”’ is 
consequently a grossly naive misunderstanding of how events in 
the world come to be news. ; : 

Realizing that journalism is in fact an act of consciously 
manipulating various events in our environment and translating 
them into something called ‘news’, the question must be ‘Is: 
there a discernable pattern of manipulation in contemporary 
media?”’ and, if so, ‘* What is the impact of that manipulation on 
social conditions?” 

You don’t have to be a Marxist to know that “straight” news, 
means precisely ‘‘news that is slanted to reinforce the status 


means precisely “news that is slanted to reinforce the status quo.” 
Our most basic definitions of “good,” ‘‘bad,”’ “‘right,”’ ‘‘wrong,”’ 
“justice,” “injustice,” etc. are all presented to us as functions 
of bourgeois society. The “good” things are those which 
support capitalism, the “‘bad”’ things are those which disrupt or 
challenge it. 

To assume that everyone has fully developed their capacity 
to cut through that mountain of mystification is to ignore the 
socialization function of the media. Consciously or un- 
consciously, bourgeois news sources implicity assume the 
inevitability and “best of all possible worlds” in capitalist 
America. With capitalist ideology secured, bourgeois news 
sources then interpret and report on events as they correspond 
to “bourgeois reality” —thus the rebels in Zaire engage in a 
“massacre”’ instead of a struggle for their own liberation; the 
radicals in Italy are “‘terrorists” instead of freedom—fighters, 
the demonstrators at the Japan airport are a ‘“‘mob’”’ instead of 
socially concerned activists, etc. 

But the precision required to analyze the news extends far 
beyond the ability to identify the blatant ideological manipu- 
lations mentioned above. It moreover requires an ability to 
perceive the underlying assumptions which permeate all news. 
In short, all news stories that do not report on the impact 
of an event in the context of the struggle between oppres- 
sion and liberation implicity assert that there is no 
struggle. This is the function of bourgeois news in a bourgeois 
society—to present all social issues in the predefined context 
of a bourgeois society, rather than presenting those issues as 
fundamental challenges to bourgeois society. 

Thus all bourgeois news sources (including CHP) should be 
attacked for non-objectiveness—they systematically censor out 
the objective social struggle for liberation which underlies all 
social issues and replace that objective reality with the 
ideaological assertion that all social issues are issues within the 
stable framework of bourgeois society. The struggle against 
sexism (in reference to the “white male” article) is not a struggle 
within an otherwise ‘“‘equal”’ society—it is a struggle against a 
decidedly sexist society. Thus the author’s assertion that “bias 
is bias”’ is patently false. The bias of whites against blacks 


Tesults in death, slavery, torture, and misery—that is not so with 
‘the bias of blacks against whites. The bias of men against 


women results in a climate of oppression, violence, rape, 


economic deprivation, social subserviance, and harassment. 
Clearly that is not the case with the bias some women may hold 
against men. Bias is not bias. 

Lastly, we come to the question of the role the press plays in 
creating, reinforcing, or opposing social conditions. Clearly, as 
recent surveys indicate, an overwhelming majority of American 
citizens gain their impressions about the world from the news— 
predominantly (80-90 %) from TV news (see recent Yankalovich 
and Fields polls). ““The News” is not simplya mirror reflecting 
social events, it is the single most influential educational tool for 
determining those events—what’s really happening and what 
it means. _ 

If it is true that the news has real-world tangible impact on the 
way people think and act, then it must be agreed that the impact 


of the “‘white male”’ article will be to produce more sexism and 


racism—that is the logical consequence of asserting that white 
males (and in this case, racist and sexist white males) shouldn’t 
be made to feel guilty for their racism and sexism. Thus, the 
article, its author, the Daily Californian, and City on a Hill 
are all guilty of racism and sexism, and deserve all the criticism 
they get. 

In the final analysis, the question over which stories to run in 
the Press must center upon a choice between articles which 
reflect a bourgeois, ideological (and thus, ‘‘non-objective’’) 
point of view, or the revolutionary, ‘society-as-conflict’ point of 
view (and thus factually reporting the objective conditions of 
struggle in society). 

The criteria for making such determinations is fairly clear— 
does this article accurately portray the subject matter in the 
context of an on-going social struggle between oppression and 
liberation, or does it assert that the subject matter has no bearing 
on that struggle. 

Of course, all points of view should be presented, but 
those points of view must be presented in a way that 
accurately reveals their social impact and consequences 
in the context of real social struggle. What is called 
“objective journalism” in our society is in fact maliciously 
ideological and non-objective—it is a form of journalism which 
asserts that capitalist society is stable and eternal, and thus all 
social issues can be evaluated in the context of existing social 
limits—this is a patently false assertion and only serves to 


Free speech and the left at UCSC 


by Richard Gibson 

Student political activists at UCSC have recently been using 
tactics which are morally incompatible with the goals that the 
Left seeks. While claiming to pursue the laudable end of human 
liberation from racism, sexism and other forms of injustice, 
campus leftists have put a great deal of energy into repression of 
basic human rights in their attempts to deny free speech to those 
with whom they disagree. This contradiction between professed 
goals and tactics actually used is not only immoral and 
hypocritical, it is also—from a pragmatic perspective—suicidal. 

The prototype of these tactics is the Berkeley habit, un- 
forturiately copied here and elsewhere, of shouting down 
speakers considered hostile to the Left. Last fall, members of 
CAIR tried to take this one step further by purging all non- 
CAIR members from the staff of City on the Hill. Although 
this overt effort failed, the so-called “progressives” were able to 
retain effective control of CHP throughout most of this year by a 
mixture of psychological intimidation, verbal abuse and extreme 
intolerance toward any dissenting outsiders. Recently, par- 
ticularly since the advent of David Arenson’s editorship, free 
speech appears to have come to the campus press, but whether 
or not this will continue remains to be seen—I have heard 
murmurings that the “progressives” do not intend to allow this 
condition to remain for long. 

Other instances of the activists’ fight to suppress free speech at 
the University include the physical ousting of an IBM recruiter 
from campus this year, Angela Davis’ recent speech advocating, 
the denial of First Amendment rights to racists, and a stream of 
articles and letters from Deck Hazen and others developing the 
thesis that only “progressives” should be allowed access to the 
paper. 

Lhayeagreatdeal of sympathy for-most of the declared goals 


of campus activists; I have no sympathy whatsoever, however, 
for their attempts to subvert the Bill of Rights and to limit free 
speech. For reasons that I will make clear, I believe such efforts 
to be both immoral and incompatable with truly progressive change. 

Attacks on free speech are morally reprehensible, I believe, 
for three reasons: (1) any denial of this right is a serious 
violation of fundamental human rights, (2) without complete 
freedom of thought and speech, the search for truth—in politics, 
science and all other fields— would be difficult if not impossible, 
and (3) without free speech, free government can be nothing but 
a sham. (By “free speech’’ I mean the unqualified right of 
anyone of any political persuasion to freedom of expression in 
both public speaking and in the media.) 

On the other side of the question, Deck Hazen and some 
others have argued that giving free speech to any but “‘pro- 
gressives”’ is immoral because utterances by “reactionaries” 
would inevitably strengthen racism, sexism etc. This argument 
has two flaws: (1) undertaking to define precisely what is and is 
not “reactionary” is a difficult and a dangerous thing to do, and 
(2) simply because a point of view is being expressed does not 
mean that it is gaining political strength. While free speech lets 
the opinion of the Right be heard, it gives the same right to 
Hazen and friends, and to every other shade of opinion: all of 
these opinions can not gain dominant political power, and, since 
all are heard, the one that does gain power is the one that—in the 
opinion of the majority—is closest to truth and to justice. 

Beyond such moral concerns, there are a number of pragmatic 
reasons why the student Left should support the Bill of Rights. 
First, the Left can’t suppress the other side anyway: all their 
efforts in that direction are futile. One IBM recruiter may be 
thrown off campus, possibly all recruiters could be thrown off 
campus, but the corporate message will still get across to 


students. Leftists may totally dominate the paper, but this does 
not mean that only “progressive” opinions will be held by the 
campus community; there are many other channels of opinion 
that are open to students. Indeed, having an entirely “‘pro- 
gressive” City On a Hill is, if anything, counterproductive; 
many who might read an occasional socialist article interspersed 
with non-political pieces in a more balanced paper will simply 
refuse to read an unceasing barrage of rhetoric such as CHP laid 
down for much of this year. 


Leftist attempts to suppress the opinions of their opponents 
on this campus, as far as I can tell, have been unsuccessful, but 
they: have succeeded in alienating many people who might 
otherwise have supported the activists. Readers of CHP will 
remember the large number of letters to the editor that were 
printed denouncing CAIR for violating free speech after the 
IBM repressentative was ousted. I know that my own personal 
reason for not supporting this and similar activist groups is that I 
cannot condone their contempt for the Bill of Rights. How many 
others share this view I do not know, but I suspect that the 
number is large. 


There is a final, very pragmatic reason why the Left should 
support free speech: when respect for this principle gives way 
they are the ones who suffer. The Right has no more respect tor 
civil liberties than does the Left. and it has much more political 
power. In the periodic waves of right-wing hysteria that sweep 
this country suchas the McCarthy Era of the 1950°s. respect for 
the Bill of Rights—what little there is of it—is the only thing 
protecting the Left. A simple sense of self-preservation, if 
nothing else, should dictate that the Left. and its sympathizers 
on campus, use whatever power they have to sustain the 
principle of unqualified adherence to the Bill of Rights. 
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Relax and enjoy our warm 
surroundings & delightful offerings 


NATURE’S HARVEST 
RESTAURANT 


Luncheon Specials 
Complimentary glass of wine or cup of soup. 
Try our Salad Nicoise, Avocado Louie. Fruit 
Salad, Harvest Waldorf, Caesar salad & many 
more. Or try our cheesy Denver Sandwich, 
Guacamole Burger, Harvest Clubhouse, or 
Avocado Supreme. 

ALL OUTRAGEOUSLY DELICIOUS 


2-1245 E. Cliff Dr. 475-9983 
Just South of the Yacht Harbor 


Ride the Seabright East Cliff 


bus to our door 


10:30-2:30 Sunday Brunch—Noon-10 pm Fri.-Sat. 
Noon-9 pm Sun.-Thurs. Closed Tuesday 
Also serving Sunday Brunch & Dinners 


TAKE A SHIRT HOME 
FOR SUMMER 


SANTA CRy> 


wr 


A TEN-INCH CIRCLE DESIGN 
ON 100% COTTON T-SHIRTS 
TAN. YELLOW. BLUE. GOLI) $.00 
SMALL. MEDIUM. LARGI 


FREE DELIVERY ON CAMPUS 
OR STOP BY STUDI NT APTS 
AND CHOOSI 


CALL 425-0264 


419 CEDAR STREEI 
FOR APPT. CALL 425-8888 


a 
iw’ personalized Why, design & natural hair care 


Another successful year at Chandu, and 
we want to thank all of you who have made it 
possible. 

If you’re staying in town for the summer, 
watch for our 5th anniversary celebration in 
duly. If not, we hope you enjoy yours and 
hope to see you in the fall. 

Whatever your plans, take care and have 
fun. 

Your Friends at 
Chandu 
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hursday 


KZSC — 88.1 FM. “The Fourth Tower of Inverness.” Radio drama 
heard every weekday at noon and 10 pm. News simulcast from KPFA in 
Berkeley, every weeknight at 6. 


SEMINAR — Mike Fay, UCSC graduate student, Information Scienc- 
es: “Unification in an Equational Theory.” 3:15 pm, Rm. 165 Appl. Sci. 
Free. 


MOVIE — “Stagecoach.” 8 and 10:15 pm, Stevenson Dining Hall. Stev. 
stud. 50¢, others $1. 


KUSP—4 pm: “Women’s Waves.” Airs the music of Sweet Honey in 
the Rock. 9 pm: Jazz Surprise. 89 FM. 


Friday 


’ DEADLINE — Psychology Field Work Application deadline to receive 


credit Fall ‘78. 

ISRAELI FOLK DANCING — Join us for an afternoon of Israeli Folk 
Dancing. 12 noon, Cowell Courtyard. Free. 

KZSC — 88.1 FM. “Talk of the Town.” Public affairs programming 
presents a talk by Huey Newton at 7 pm. 

LECTURE — The experience of est. Joes Schindall: 60 hours to 
transformation of self. 7:30 pm, Merrill Baobab Room. Free. 
POETRY AND MUSIC — An evening of women’s poetry and music. 
Poetry by Lisa Bernstein, Jade Gates, Sharon Gladden and Joanne 
Knapp. Guitar and mandolin played by Amy Bank and Karen Leigh. 
Bring your instruments and poetry to share in the sing-a-long and open 


WEEK OF THURSDAY JUNE 8 TO 


City On A Hill P 


mike. 7:30 pm, Rm. 212 Soc. Sci. Free. Childcare available. 
COLLOQUIUM — Presentation of senior thesis in Politics: South 
Africa’s Apartheid: The Politics of White Minority Domination. Richard 
Sergay, 4 pm, Chas. Merrill Room. 

LECTURE — Shery] Silverman will present a talk on “The Evolution of 
Contemporary Race Relations in Brazil.” ‘Racial Democracy’ in Brazil 
and perspectives on the ‘New Racism’ in the US. Cowell Fireside Lounge, 
4:30 pm. 

KUSP — 8 am: Chapter 3 of the Music of Man: Buddhism. 9 am: Live 
Ashwin Batish. Ralph Abraham: sitar and tabla. 10 pm: Blistering raggae 
and dubwise straight to I and I head. 


Saturday 


SEMINAR — David Wright, Lee Porter Butler, Don Aitken, leading 
passive solar designers, Northern California Solar Energy Association. 
9:30 am, Quarry Amphitheater. Free. 

SANTA CRUZ GAY FREEDOM DAY PARADE — Meet behind 
Penney’s at 11:30 am to march down the Mall. Celebrate gay pride and 
freedom and affirm your committment to human rights for all people. 
Everyone welcome. Sponsored by the Santa Cruz gay and lesbian 
community. 

SQUARE DANCE — Music by the “Bonny Doon String Band.” 3 pm, 
UCSC Farm. Free. 

KZSC — 88.1 FM. Pacifica Programs presents “I was Locked up at 
Fourteen.” 6 pm. 

KUSP — 9 am: Marta Ogilvie reads from her book: “Sailing on a Firefly” 
on Saturday’s Child. 89 FM. 

DANCE — Music by the “Ananda” dance band. 8 pm, Merrill Dining 
Hall. Donation, $1. 


General Amt 


FALL QUARTER REGISTRATION — Continuing students: file your 
Intention to Register form by July 14 in order to receive a fall registration 
packet in mid-August. The forms are available now at college offices and 
the Graduate Division Office. Registration packets will be mailed about 
August 11, and must be returned with fees to the Cashier’s Office by 
September 8. * 
SPRING QUARTER ENDS JUNE 16. 

COMMENCEMENTS: JUNE 17 AND 18. 

SPRING FIELD PROGRAM NEWS AVAILABLE — Information 
on part and full time projects, locally and elsewhere in the U.S. and 
Abroad, is available in the Merrill College Field Program Newsletter. 
Come by Office 8, Merrill for a copy and see Nick Royal or Alan Acosta 
for more information. X2625. 

SOLAR ENERGY CELEBRATION — Open House. Come and visit 
the inauguration and dedication of the Stevenson Solar Hot Water 
System, designed and constructed by students in the Alternative Energy 
Class. Stevenson College’s Dorm 6, | to 3 pm, Saturday, June 10. 
BATTERED WOMEN’S SHELTER — On July Ist, the Battered 
Women’s Shelter Project will open Mariposa House, a safe refuge for 
victims of domestic violence and their children. Volunteers, especially you 
who are bi-cultural, bi-lingual are needed to staff the house and work with 
the women and children. For summer volunteers a training program will 
begin at the end of June. People interested in working during the fall may 
contact us also. For more information, call Marla at the Battered 
Women’s Shelter Project, 476-1489. 

FLEXIBLE SCULPTURE — A slide lecture introducing the 6 week 
course offered through Summer Session, will be held in room 102 in the 
Performing Arts Complex June 13th at 1:30 pm. For more information 
contact instructor Liz Koch 423-5056 or Summer Session. 

GALA — All GALA library books are due on Monday, June 12. Please 
return books checked out so that others may use them in years to come. 
GALA Library is open Mon. 11-3, Tues. 1-3, Thurs. 10-3. Call first 429- 
2468. Or call Dave 429-2324 or Jeremy 426-5481 if no answer. The Gay 
and Lesbian Alliance Library is located in 104 Music East and is open for 
use by the entire community. 

LESBIAN AND GAY MEN’S COUNSELING COLLECTIVE — 
We are a group of gay men and lesbians in Santa Cruz who offer non- 
judgemental, free, confidential, peer counseling. Call Switcnvoaru 11 
referral, 426-LIFE. 

CALIFORNIA HOMEMAKERS ASSOCIATION — On Saturday, 
June 10, the Ananda dance band will be playing a live concert to benefit 
the California Homemakers Association. The music begins at 8 pm at the 
Merrill College Dining Hall. Opening the show will be the Water Street 
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Band. A $1. donation is requested at the door. Since 1973, California 
Homemakers Association has been waging a determined and winning 
battle, winning the resources to say “NO” to the economic oppression of 
domestic workers and their families. Your support is needed. Come dance 
on June 10. The dance is sponsored by the Student Support Project for 
Domestic Workers. For more information, call 423-5776. 

P.E. LOCKERS— All faculty, staff and students must clear their lockers 
by June 16 and return all clothing and locks. The East Field House 
Service Center will be open between 7:30 am and 6 pm, Monday through 


OE EL ET ITE EE OE A EE A ee BE Be aE 


nw 


pee erAna = 


Eee 


~F 


a & Bo 
‘tae | ~ 


‘ated! Eee ieee Se 


O 


cs: South 
1. Richard 


olution of 
‘in Brazil 
e Lounge, 


)am: Live 
ing raggae 


en, leading 
ssociation, 


— Vee er AnrS = 


leet behind & 
y pride and fe 
all people. 

ind lesbian 
and.”” 3 pm, 
ycked up at 


na Firefly” 


rill Dining 


, California 
nd winning 
ypression of 
“ome dance 
Project for 


heir lockers 
‘ield House 
day through 


FT 
“E a ; 
UEL AVE 
\NTA CR 
TEL 449 
SERVAG 


i 
A 


City On A Hill Press — June 8, 1978 


CITY ON A HILL’S LITERARY JOURNAL 


When one still has not quite awoken, it’s still a little hard to 
discuss a dream. I stayed up towards the dawn a few weekends 
ago, on a trip to remember before the dream slipped away 
entirely. From the balcony where I stood, the trees lit up first, 
the ocean appeared, and it all came back. Four years of college, 
all a memory. 

You hit the place cold, Fall of 1974, Nixon confirmed in his 
disgrace, the McDecade of the Seventies well along its way. 
Four years of High School preparation has prepared me for 
nothing, and I had no preconceptions of what life at UCSC 
would be like. 

It’s hard now to remember just how crazy that arrival was. 
Unpacking, a high noon confrontation with a mystery room- 
mate, classes beginning, without the fear of grades but with a 
fast dawning awareness about the subtleties of a bad evalua- 
tion. Look out, Law School. 

And your home. If a dorm can be said to pick up traces of 
every inhabitant, where I lived must have been awash with 
relics. Only ten years old, but the hall reverberated with souls. 
Down the neon corridors stalked the ghosts of an uncounted 
number of nervous freshmen, brash sophomores, wired juniors 
and paranoid seniors. And now, I’m a ghost too. Funny. 

There is no easy way to ignore the fact that we are all marked 
by our experience here. We have a private vocabulary, expressions 


like ““C Lot’, Central Services and Granola that constitute a 
very personal lexicon. Other schools might have fraternal 
orders, we have College Nights. There are Kresge jokes for 
some, Cowell apathy stories for others, always some distinction 
of experience, and later, memory. In trying to generalize about 
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by Erik Nelson 


my time here, I remember how different it all seemed to the 
person who lived next door, who dropped out and went back to 
Newport Beach, burned out by the smiles and lack of available 
parking. 

For those who stuck it out for four years, looking back is not 
all that unpleasant. Indeed, graduation. is a perfect time for the 
mass production of nostalgia. Professors who you swore were 
not fit to drive the mini-bus, let alone get tenure, are now writing 
you unsolicited recommendations, the creep across the hall who 
was so fond of all night tributes to Hendrix on his Sears and 
Roebuck stereo is now helping you move out, and when you say 
“*Get in touch”, you find you mean it. All of the subtle changes 
that come from leaving a place behind are no longer so 
subtle. You’re getting out, kid. 


There was always a constant search for something to do, for 
something to create some relevance in what can become a 
concrete and lounge chaired vacuum, J. Brown on Channel 11, 
with night people masquarading as leisure suited hucksters, 
stoned cow ‘hunting expeditions that wound up entangled in 
barbed wire, and of course, books to read, papers to write, 
appointments to keep. The excuse of going to classes was 
enough to make up for the real reason that we all hung in there, 
the prospect that one day The Goal would appear, a burning 
bush in the upper quad, lighting the way to some sort of 
direction. The thing we never realized, you can’t find it, it 
usually ambushes you. 

They said that the light at the end of the tunnel was no longer 
turned on, that the 70’s generation was turned off as well. 
Maybe. But then again, maybe not. We just hide it better. The 
media has gone on to devour other areas of culture, and the 


‘young generation” is no longer good copy. The 60’s are 
nostalgia, with the 70’s waiting in line to get into the front row of 
the future. 

Jerry Rubin may sell insurance, but there are plenty of people 
around who have somewhat lottier ambitions. It’s also said that 
the job outlook for this years graduating class is grim. When has 
it been anything but? The Real World doesn’t owe anyone a 
living, but then, what do we owe the Real World in return for its 
indifference? Nothing. Survival will come naturally, the way in 
which we survive is what matters. 1 would imagine that Jerry 
Rubin is a fucking great insurance agent. If only he’d cut that 
hair. 

So, what does it all mean. Is there anything in our experience 
that uncounted numbers of graduates haven't felt before? 

There are still battles worth fighting, but it takes a much 
clearer sight to find the battlefield. We’re assailed on all sides. 
We’re irrelevant, spoiled, bastard children of the 60’s who 
betrayed the cause to program computers. Bakke will get into 
Davis, Liberal Arts will dwindle, and the University will 
reinvest their stock in untraceable accounts next time. around. 
Depressing. The light at the end of the tunnel is flickering for 
sure, but we’ve been taught to carry our own illumination. Co- 
operation does not necessarily mean acceptance. The Dragons 
are still breathing fire and smog, begging in their self-confidence 
to be slain. But you have to get up close before you can ram the 
sword through their heart. We can wait. 


Four years at UCSC have taught me how to wait, some of the 
dimensions of the game board, and a few of the rules. 

I can remember enough of the dream to know that I want the 
real thing. And I am wide awake. 
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The desert sun burns down on the busy street. Noisy gangs of 
Arabs cluster around the storefronts. Their singsong chatter 
saturates the air. The throng grows too large for the sidewalks 
and spills out into the street. Automobiles creep slowly down 
the avenue, honking the crowd out of the way. Dust and sand 
swirl through the muggy air, stirred alive by naked feet and the 
slow-paced automobiles. Slow-stepping donkeys laden with 
heavy packs wander down the street. Their turbaned masters 
ambling behind with switches in their hands. Striking the sweaty 
haunches occasionally to prod the donkeys along. Their dung 
attracts swarms of buzzing flies. The air breathes the fecund 
odors’6f the East. Eager Arab peddlers accost an occasional 
strolling European with offers of bargain-priced clothing and 
jewelry. Beggars harass them with whining pleas for money. 

Jason Lot weaves through the crowds of loiterers, surprising 
them by refusing their advances in their own Arabic. Walking 
briskly around the knots of gesturing Arabs he projects the air of 
aman who knows what he’s about. F: ollowing the street’s spoke © 
to its hub, he comes to Cairo’s great central market square, a 
half mile long on each side. Mingling and bargaining, some 
thousands of Cairo’s millions roam through the bazaar. The 
brightly-colored awnings protect the vendors from the full force 
of the sun’s heat. The Blue Mosque’s slender minarets cas‘ their . 
shadows over the open‘square. Walking quickly Jaxon turns to 
his right along the square’s perimeter. As he walks he watches 
one of the public buses; its top half painted yellow, dust-flecked 
green down below. He is fascinated by the buses’ overcrowding. 
No room on board for them to sit, Arabs cling in bunches from 
the side doorsteps swaying out over thé pavement. As the bus 
wheels around a corner their weight yanks the wheels on the 
opposite side up in the air. For a brief moment, only two wheels 
support the bus as it tilts off the ground. Perfectly re-balanced 
the bus settles back down on the road and complete its turn 
without incident. Death rides with the Arabs, reflects Jason. A 
fraction more weight would have tipped the bus on its side, 
mashing them beneath it. Death is near always, he thinks. Life 
and death are playmates here; néver far apart. 


Shaking his head from side to side as if just that easily he can 
dispel his morose thoughts Jason continues down the avenue. 
His lips murmuring faint inaudible words as though he’s in a 
silent dialogue with himself. So immersed in himself that he fails 
to notice a beggar pleading at his elbow. Finally. the Arab’s 


steady torrent of supplication breaks through Jason’s self- © 


absorption. Jason turns to the gaunt figure at his side. A flinch 

snaps his body. Like acid the Arab burns into Jason’s eyes. The 

slobbering mouth, foul and toothless, breathes in his face. Dead 

skin hangs from the beggar’s skull, sagging to rolls of quivery 

flesh at the neck. The rags the creature wears are begrimed with 

stinking filth. The obscene reek gags Jason’s nostrils. All this 
passes away from Jason switftly. Except the eyes. The Arab’s 
eyes hold him, eat into him, devour him. Bulging from their 
sockets the twins accuse him. Guilt and crime flash through his 
mind. Old dead eyes lick him. Eyes with no center, no focus. 
Diseased runny eyes. Eyes that see beyond this world to the 
other. Eyes that worship Anubis. For amoment time grows fat. 
Eye swallows eye. Then the Arab tugs at Jason’s sleeve 
imploring him for change. The touch strikes Jason like a 
firebrand. Hé bolts. Running, he pulls his legs away. Faster, he 
dodges down the crowded street. His lungs suck energy from the 
air in tremendous gulps. He runs oblivious to the turning heads 


languid tropical energy on the seated heads below. The heads 
and the bodies they feed recline comfortably in wicker chairs 
gathered around scattered tables. Hands, sun-tanned and 
turquoise-jeweled, raise cool fruity drinks to thirsty lips. The 
healthy young bodies sit soaking up their drinks and their daily 
sunshine. Their cleancut Caucasian features fresh from dormi- 


tory mirrors in Madison and Austin, Ann Arbor and Eugene are 
cast in pleasant optimistic masks. Striding across the patio 
Jason catches bits of familiar conversations,. Words larded 
with wit and education are bandied about. Chins nod in 


profound agreement. Skeptical eyebrows arch like Roman’ 


aqueducts. Pregnant pauses litter the tables. A small crowd 
gathers to watch the tennis match at the edge of the patio. The 
gallery’s soggy ‘“‘oh’s” and “‘ah’s” catch Jason’s attention and 
he glances at the tennis whites jumping around the red clay 
courts. The ball whirs back and forth across the net drawing the 
players’ stroking arms and dipping heads to it. Jason takes the 
steps to the faculty office building two at atime. His long legs cut 


right angles in space as his feet reach for the steps. A.red-coated . 


Negro waiter carrying a gray of frosty glasses passes him on the 
stairs, shining all the way from his black polished shoes along 
each brass jacket button up to his servile smile. 

Jason walks quickly up the two flights to his floor. Fumbling 
in his pocket for his office key his eyes read the goal of his youth 
stenciled in silver letters on his door: ‘‘Jason Lot—Professor of 
Archeology.” It has been a long time since he felt the satisfac- 
tion those words once gave. 


so 
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and stares. He runs from instinct, from fear. Fear of the dark. 
Fear of the omnipotent dead. He runs until his destination 
hurries into his face. The cream-colored walls rush up to him. 
The sign over the broad double doors flashes in his face; 
“AMERICAN UNIVERSITY OF CAIRO.” Suddenly recol- 
lecting himself, he sags limply against the wall, pressing his 
cheek against the rough masonry. His body spent, his knees 
buckle slightly. His racing breath gradually quiets. After a 
moment he takes a deep breath and squares his shoulders. The 
firmness comes back into his tall lean figure. He runs a hand 
through his hair and taking a handkerchief from his pants pocket 
swabs the sweat from his face. His assurance returns to him. 
Confidently, he walks through the great wooden doors into the 
University. 


Stepping into the courtyard the doors click shut behind him. 
Immediately, the change in atmosphere soothes him. Life is so 
easy here. A light breeze tosses the palm fronds fluttering from 
the treetops. They droop lazily downwards, raining their 
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Walking into his office he flicks on the light and sits down 
behind his desk. Folding his hands behind his neck, thrusting his 
elbows winglike out from his shoulders, propping his legs up on 
his desk, he relaxes back into the soft pad of the chair. 
Reproductions of ancient pharaohs’ funeral masks cover the 
walls. Their blank eyes stare down at the insignificant figure 
from-the edge of history lost in his own terrible thoughts. Jason 
thinks of the woman he wants. He remembers Stephanie’s lively 
green eyes, the warmth of her loving presence, her kind 
understanding words, her bright, alert gamesplaying, the heat 
their bodies made together. He wants to recall the good times 
before he considers the present. Before he thinks of her leaving 
him. Telling him it won’t work; that he’s too selfish. The 
recrimination, the fights. Then her leaving Cairo, dropping out 
of school. Saying she had to get away from him. Then the day 
before yesterday, the phone call from Athens. She’s sick and 
pregnant with his child. She won’t have it. Everything is dead 
between them. They can only hurt each other. She wants an 
abortion. She’s broke. She asks him for two thousand dollars. 
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by Bob Blanchard 


He says alright. Give me a week and I'll have it for you. And 
now he has to come up with the money he doesn’t have. 


Everything he owns is tied up in his book. All he can raise is five . 


hundred dollars. He sees a way out of the mess that pleases him 
very much. It gives him the chance to make fifteen hundred 
dollars fast and at the same time play a little game with the 
University. The games starts with a phone call. Slowly, he dials 
the number. The phone rings three times. Then a click and an 
Arab voice: 


“Salud.” 


“Salud. Let’s talk in English. This is your friend with the dirty 
feet,”’ says Jason. 

“Ah, my good freiend,”” says the Arab. ‘“What can I do for 
you?” 

‘What color is your wife’s hair?” 

“She has no hair, only snakes like the Medusa,” comes the 
answer. 


“Good. Then I can trust you,”’ says Jason satisfied. ‘I want a 
kilo. Can you meet with me tonight?” 

**Yes, as you like.” 

‘Alright. Come to the palm grove between Giza and the 
Sphinx at seven o’clock. Bring the shit. You know the place?” 


“Yes, I will be there. You will bring the money?” 
“Certainly. It’s settled then. Remember: seven o’clock. 


Good-bye.” 

Jason hangs up and falls back into his chair. He’s surprised 
how loud his breathing sounds. He realizes his head aches. 
Gently he massages his temples with his fingertips. After 
several minutes the pain subsides. He goes over to the old iron 
safe. Kneeling down he spins the tumbler. The combination 
spins into place. Pulling the handle down Jason opens the door 
and withdraws a thick sheaf of ten pound notes, tightly fixed 
with a piece of string. Sitting back on his folded legs he spreads 
the notes on the rug. Counts them into stacks of thirty notes 
each; nine hundred pounds in Egyptian currency; his scratched 
together five hundred dollars. Using linty rubberbands from his 
pants’ pocket he binds the packets together. Then stuffs them 
into the canvas satchel he uses to carry vegetables from the 
open-air market back to his kitchen. 

He checks for the time: four o’clock. That means two hours to 
kill before he must leave. Selecting a book on agricultural 
methods during the nineteenth dynasty he settles down at his 
desk. At first concentration allows him to read with interest 
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about revolutionary new shapes for hoe heads and the domesti- 
cation of water buffalo. However, soon his mind wanders from 
the past to the immediacy of his own present and he abandons 
the book in favor of a cigarette. 
Smoking carefully he allows no more than half an inch of ash 
‘to accumulate on the tip before flicking it off with a tap of his 
finger. Streams of smoke curl from his nostrils. His lips toy with 
a thin ironic smile as he contemplates how his students’ parents 
would react to discovering that one of their teachers is supplying 
the kids with hashish. It will be tricky; this selling hashish to his 
students. Although not without its risks, he’s confident it’s a 
reasonable proposition. He knows which students use drugs. He 
knows who is smart enough to be trusted. He’ll restrict his 
dealing to them. That'll make it reasonably safe. He figures if he 
concentrates on it he can sell the stuff in three days. Then he can 
send Stephanie the money. He lets the ciragettes burn nearly 
down to his fingers before rubbing them out in the desk ashtray; 
gleaming ebony shaped like a pharaoh’s wedding canoe. 

The clock reads ten to six the next time he checks it. 
Hurriedly, he grabs the satchel and his jacket and bursts out the 
door. The courtyard is nearly empty now. The tennis players 
are gone. Almost everyone has left for dinner. A few lingering 
couples laugh intimately over drinks. The shadows of evening 
fill the space. Standing on the curb outside the University gate, 
Jason flags down a taxi. Giving the Sphinx as his destination, he 
wriggles on the hard upholstery. The fingers of his right hand tap 
steadily on his knee. The taxi careens through Cairo’s dark- 
ening streets, chasing unwary pedestrians to the sidewalks. Taxi 
drivers are the only people who dare drive realistically here, 
muses Jason, pleased with the fast ride. 

As they speed across the long stone bridge arching over the 
Nile, Jason watches the sailboats cut across the water; the sails’ 
white triangles puffed by the breeze. The sestting sun fires a 

. glaze of buttery gold on the dark green waves. Leaving 


Housing projects line both sides of the street; gray boxes one 
after another; the monotony of the blank walls broken only by 
empty windows. Next appear the simple sun-dired brick huts 
with their reed roofs; the black iron kettles hanging on tripods 
near the doorways; the dinner fires smouldering beneath. Then 
instead of more buildings ahead, Jason sees the vast magnetic 
desert pulling them forward. He has the impression that when 
the road ends, the taxi will start flying over the sand; soaring 
away forever in space; mysteries carrying them safe and whole 
past infinity and death. The taxi’s abrupt halt snaps Jason to his 
senses. He pays the fare and steps out onto the sand. The 
chilling desert wind bites his cheeks. 

The meeting place lies several hundred yards off to his left. 
Like a fine haze of dust a million stars swirl over the stretching 
palms. Beyond the cover in the distance, the great man-face of 
the Sphinx hangs in the sky. Behind him wait the pyramids; huge 
cones dominating the horizon. A quick glance at his watch tells 
Jason it’s a quarter to seven. He hurries towards the growing 
shapes of the palms. His feet make soft thudding noises in the 
sand. The rising crescent moon watches his approach. 

The palm grove is small, no more than a dozen trees growing 
together. A few scraggly bushes grow between the treetrunks. 
Silently, Jason circles the space. Not seeing his man anywhere, 
he calls out to him. No answer. He leans against a tree to wait 
and fishes in his pocket for a cigarette. Sucking and playing with 
the smoke he stares across the desert. The emptiness here 
somehow fills the void Stephanie left. He feels strangely calm. 
He fails to notice the Arab’s noiseless approach. 

“Salud, my friend,” says the hooded figure materializing at 
his side. ‘‘I see you are here ahead of me. I apologize for keeping 
you waiting. I hope you have not been waiting long.” 

“‘No, not long,” says Jason. “I have nine hundred pounds 
here. Show me the hashish.” 

“Here it is,” responds the Arab, reaching inside the folds of 
his ‘jellaba, withdrawing a tubular package wrapped in old 
newspapers, about a foot long and eight inches in diameter. 
Handing it to Jason he says, “See for yourself.” 

Jason takes the package and kneels down to unwrap it. The 
first blow is the hard edge of the Arab’s hand on his exposed neck. 
As Jason crumples to the sand, the Arab’s show catches his face 
tearing the flesh from the bridge of his nose. Blood spurts over 
his face. Another kick slams into his head. Looking up through 
the bloody film he sees the curved blade appear in the Arab’s 
hand. He sees the fall of the arc towards his face. Desperately he 
strikes the Arab’s elbow and deflects the blow. With a yell the 
Arab dives on top, driving him into the sand. Locking hands, the 
two clutch in a terrible embrace. The knife jerks between their 
heads. Spitting in his face, the Arab wails in the night. They 
struggle, rolling in the sand. One on top, then the other. Now 
Jason. Up comes the knife. Cuts into his shoulder. The Arab 
laughs. Pain. Then a rush of adrenalin and strength. He sees the 
rock next to the Arab’s head. He grabs the oily hair. He pounds 
the head down against the rock. Wildly again and again until it is 
broken. The Arab lies still. Jason vomits. Then runs crying 
across the sand towards the man-face hanging in the sky: his 
fervor carrying the limp shoulder along: the sand cutting dart- 
like into his face. 


downtown’s towers behind, the taxi enters Giza’s slums.. 


Against the throats of hummingbirds 


mandolin notes play: 
we learned this iridescence in a ruined building: 


Someone’s tattered research on the wall said, structure, 
not a pigment, in each feather 
turns the light in waves, like mandolins. 


It’s all to do with levels: we learned levels 
in the star-heat, in the white noon 
when the canal was a mirror 


our boat passed through some ruins 


and in the sudden cold reprieve of shadow 
we saw a fish, a vine, some broken roadway. 


by Anna Greenleaf 


PAM KLEIBRINK 


I DIMINISH MYSELF 


If I define myself as my thumb, 
I deny myself my fingers. 

If I define myself as my fingers, 
I deny myself my hand. 

If I define myself as my hand, 

I deny myself my arm. 

If I define myself as my arm, 

I deny myself my body. 

If I define myself as my body, 

I deny myself my universe. 

I diminish myself. 


by Huey P. Newton 


The bee will appear fashionably late—aiming to please 
His social scene’s fastidious spring—caress the nice 
Flowers, containerize love’s liquid, organize paradise. 


The sleek and punctual salmon will arrive from sequined sease, 


He 


The sleek and punctual salmon will arrive from sequined seas, 


Wriggle glittering from the river, primp and tease. 


; The hunter will come on schedule, shoulder the device, 
f ) s \ Set the safety—before shooting, think twice. 
3 : Remember the wife. Chuckle. Whittle his name on trees. 


SPRING 


Not me. | want a grizzly’s spring: 
To break early from winter’s black next in one 
Bellowing dawm—crude, crazed, possessed, to gnaw 


The hunter’s dogs, rip fish flesh up from speeding 
Streams unknown to polished, predictable guns, 
Paw the sun’s unmeasured honey into my jaws. 


by John Craig 


ee 
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I heft my beer and ask what does anything have to do with 
anything else? I mean, you got one thing and you got another 
thing, and they're related, but they’re not. Shit. It’s like this: you 
got brothers, you got a falling ball and the ground, and you got 
two plus two equals four. Brothers are related. Falling balls and 
the ground are, related. So are two plus two and four. But 
sometimes I group crazy things together and they mean 
something but I can’t figure out what—how can things that don’t 
have anything to do with one another mean anything together? 

Jeez. It’s adownright piss-off. And I’m not talking about balls 
or brothers or two plus two. They’re just examples. It goes like 
this, the things that are driving me crazy: Polly Dante rented a 
basement apartment. I saw Sue again. She’s lost weight, you 
know. A peach colored Hope-rose grows in Mrs. Shoel’s rose 
garden. An open can of axle grease lays in the garage at home. 

What do all of these things have to do with one another? With 
anything? I don’t know. Probably nothing. It just seems they go 

“together:It’s not anything real obvious. I mean, I don’t even 
know Polly ould somebody please tell me what she 
looks like? I’ve only seen her from a distance. 


And the rose. I feel in hove with that rose, you know, and it’s 


still in that prize winning 

Wow. I guess there’s a history to all this, the things that’ve 
happened so recently.-But I don’t know where it began. I was 
feeling okay until the other day, until the thing with the rose. 
Then I went home, and, well, now Fm here. 

The American United Bar—Jeez, what a dive. The seats are 
split and the mirror’s cracked and the cowboys talk so loud they 
even drown out the pinball machines. I feel like someone 
handed me a “make yourself a bar’’ kit, and I botched it. The 
women, the one or two that come in every night, don’t look so 
bad, but god! my head’s so screwed on backwards and cross- 
threaded I can’t even say hello. But history—I got to get to the 
bottom of this. No swollen liver for me, no sir! 

Hey Rusty! Rusty! Yeah, another beer. Hell, if he served 
beers as good as he can chew cigars and the fat, I’d sure get 
drunk quicker. It all seems to make sense when I drink, sense in 
a wierd sort of way. History. 

Well. You know how it goes: wake up, go look for a job, give 
up, eat, get drunk, sleep, do it again. Fool. I'll never learn. To 
hell with it all right? I go through jobs like crazy and it’s always 
the unemployment line. I’m confused, that’s what’s wrong. 
Confused to hell. 


It’s like the dreams got splashed. 

You know how dreams go. Look. Imagine sweltering summer 
days, afternoon after afternoon in the sun, deep tan, girls all over 
the place. Then clouds rush in and a shower of crystals and cold 
blobs pelts the day, the ground, the bikinied girls, all of it. How 
do you think the day feels? I mean, to be the day that was a freak 
storm...what an identity. 


Now that I think of it we never did fight. 

I think I ought to mention I tinker with cars now that I’m not in 
school. I like to see the damn things run. That’s why the axle 
grease. It has nothing to do with anything, I know, but, well... 

Sue and I never did fight. We just went to bed. 

We kinda fell apart and that was that. She found another guy, 


I found another girl. And another, etc. Free and footloose. Sort - 


of. 

I’ll never know what happened there and I guess it’s kinda 
late to question it now. But it does relate. I’m in this dive and I’m 
without Sue and I feel it. 

Where’s Rusty? I’ll let another beer splash me and all the 
memories, the dreams. 

But what about Polly Dante? I saw her walking about a block 
down the street one day. I was standing in the unemployment 
line and heard a guy say, “There goes Polly Dante. Nice girl, eh, 
Joe?” “Yeah, she’s got a basement apartment over on the east 
side,” said Joe. 

I didn’t listen to them after that. I couldn’t really make her 
out very well, she was too far away and her features were 
obscured. I don’t know why I think about here all that much 
now, but I do. 

It’s like this magic woman, this big promise, just walked away 
and. it was only a hint. I couldn’t even see here that well, and 
then she just turned the corner and was gone. Jeez. All I know 
now is that she lives on the east side and in a basement 
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XLE GREASE 


by Doug Dossett 


Axle grease. It’s got something to do with axle grease. 1 quit 
school right before Sue and I broke up, and started working on 
cars. Lubes and brake jobs, the small, easy stuff to do. Packing 
bearings, yeah. It’s real satisfying work, even if it is a bitch to 
clean your hands afterwards. It’s great to feel the bearings 
moving so smoothly; it’s the lubrication, the grease. It breaks 
down or wears out or leaks out or something, and if you don’t put 
grease in the bearings the machine grinds to a halt. I always was 
good at working on cars. 

It relates. The grease, Sue, Polly. I can kinda see it, gimme 
another beer, Rusty. See how it relates, Rusty? Like a ball 
falling, but I still don’t know why brotherhood popped into my 
mind as an example of a thing that relates. I mean, it doesn’t, 
does it? A lousy example, yeah. 

Rusty chews on his cigar, says, ‘‘ Yeah.” 

I wish I could figure out the rose, too, I say. He nods and looks 
at me blank-like, no expression. Hell, I guess Rusty relates too; 
maybe he doesn’t know what I’m talking about. Hell, I don’t 
sometimes. 

The rose, it fits somewhere. I was walking down the alleyway 
behind Mrs. Shoel’s place about a week ago. I had just finished 
working on some bearings and the car was running great and I 
was feeling great. It was like being wide open, I like things. I 
took a liking to roses. It was a cooly day, the breeze filtering 
through my clothes, and I took a liking to cool days. Ever have a 
day like that, where you just start liking things you never really 
noticed before? 


I hadn’t really noticed roses before I saw the peach colored 
one in Mrs. Shoel’s rose garden. It went with the breeze, the 
day. Peach is a real cool color, to me anyway. It only hints at 
warmth, right? Mrs. Shoel’s peach colored Hope-rose was 
bigger than my fist. Real big. And not just the peach. That was 
the overall effect. Colors whorled and shot through the rose, it 
was, uh, quiet-violent. Yeah. But peach colored. I really liked it. 
The color, then the size, the shape, the day, all of it. It was once 
of the most beautiful things I’d ever seen. 


I expressed delight, like “Wow! what a rose.” 

Mrs. Shoel smiled and nodded her head, hair all silver and 
black. She was dressed all neat in garden overalls. I was kinda 
dirty from working with the grease. I asked her if I could get a 
closer look. 

“No, no,” she said, real sweet, but there was something firm 
in her voice, almost like she was talking to a kid. ““Observe from 
a distance, please,” she said. ‘““That rose’ll win a prize and it 
can’t get dirty.” 


I offered to wash myself first and she said “no” again, and I 
got kinda disheartened and left her alone. I don’t know why, I 
just felt kinda empty inside, like I was a ball-bearing running on 
no grease. The day turned cold and misty. I took a liking to cold 
days. You know, it was one of those impressionable days. 

Axle grease followed me all the way home, pointed ac- 
cusingly to the wash basin as I tried to scrape the stuff off. 

A couple of days passed. 


I’m not making much sense. To hell with the day, right? What 
about the people who got wet? I don’t know. I can focus on the 
girls or the day, but when I try to put them together, something 
falls out and I know they go together but it doesn’t make sense. 
There’s no why to it, just an “‘is.”” 

It’s the way things are. 

Anyway, that’s how I’ve been living: in the unemployment 
line. And the bar, splashing around. 

It’s been going like this for months. Since Sue left? No, not 
really. Since the rose. A week, yeah, but it feels like months. 

I knew Sue a long time, you know, about four years. It was a 
hell of a relationship. I mean, we were involved, if you know 
what I mean. 

Sue has nothing to do with axle grease. We were never into 
things like that. And roses? She liked rings, not roses. Anyway, 
she and I finally called it quits. 


We had a great time. It went kinda like this: I'd go over to her 
house. ‘‘Hi’”’ to her and her mom and her dad if he was back from 
selling brushes or whatever, small talk, smooch here or there 
while the parents looked the other way, then off to my place or 


apartment. It’s kinda a by-product of being without Sue. You 
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know, free and footloose and all that. Not that there haven’t 
been women after her, you know. It’s just that I’m going kinda 
stir crazy. : 

somewhere. Anywhere to be alone. I don’t think 1 ever looked 
into her eyes real close, you know. 

She was no virgin anyway. We were together four years or so 
and I think we did it five or six thousand times. Great fun. Go to 
a party, talk to other people, go to bed. Go to a movie, watch 
other people doing things, bed. Sometimes just get together and 
go to bed. 

I looked at other girls all right, but I think I was a bit sated to 
take them. We stopped keeping track of the number of times 
after the first month. There was a 24 hour period there when we 
had done it 20 times. She got sore and we had to quit. 

“Bullshit,” says a cowboy down the bar. 

Don’t tell me bullshit, I say. It doesn’t matter anyway. Why’d 
we break up? I don’t know. I guess we thought we weren't goin’ 
anywhere or something equally mundane. She’d been gaining 
weight and was being moody. I'd quit school and was being 
moody. But the moodiness didn’t escalate into anything. 

Sue and I hadn’t seen each other in a long while. I lost another 
job, went to a wedding. Sue was there. God, she’d lost weight! 
What a figure, big tits and all that. We said hi and looked at each 
other. I saw visions of past frolics and tried to ho-hum a smile. I 
felt she was doing the same, so I left and went home. It didn’t 
matter, that moment at the wedding. It was like I'd learned to do 
without her. I was standing in the bathroom wondering how to 
get rid of the grease, it was all over the place now. Suddenly it 
got me: the rose, then seeing Sue, the grease. I thought of all the 
women since Sue, the moves. Yeah, it was just like walking up to 
a woman in a bar and treating her like ball bearings that need to 
be packed. A little booze, a little greases. Fitting the bearings on 
the axle. 

Hell. 

Polly Dante came to mind then, in the greasy bathroom. I 
guess I like the idea of a basement apartment. The place I had 
with Sue, after we’d been together for a while, was four stories 
up and hotter than hell in the summer. A basement apartment 
would have a concrete floor and be cool. And I really don’t 
know what she looks like. I’d like to make love to her on that 
concrete floor, though. It could even be moist. Hell, only my 
knees would get cold, right? 

Cool and quiet-violent like the rose. Wow. 

Jeez, what an ass-hole way to think. 

Shit. Two plus two equals four, right? A ball goes up and 
comes down, hits the ground. Hey Rusty, I say, I can take it, a 
girl leaving me. Hell, I know I ain’t easy to live with. He looks at 
me, crunches down on his cigar, nods his head and says, “Yep.” 
And I can take it, I say, all the girls like Polly Dante that I'll 
never have. But what about the roses? That sweet little old 
smile, the gentle firm “‘no, no.”’ Scolding, scolding, and I don’t 
understand. And the grease, it lubricates, right? Makes the 
machine turn easy, work. But maybe I’ve been lubing the wrong 
machine, right? 

Rusty looks at me with that blank expression and I think he’s 
not going to talk. But then he nods and says, “Yeah. Well, life’s 
tough all over, bud.” 

Fuck you too, I say, and stand up. Rusty shakes his head, a 
small smile on his face. 

“That guy’s been talking all afternoon,” says the cowboy, 
sniggering and ready to spit tobacco. 

“Yeah,” says Rusty, “All fucked up for bout a week now. 
Every day in here, yapping.”’ 

I start walking and the world shakes with the steps. Stuff this. 
stupid bar. It all relates, you know. 1’! make it home all right, 
clean up that fucking grease and look for a job somewhere where 
I can use my mind, somewhere other than gas’stations. I hope 
my liver doesn’t swell. 

When I’m outside the American United Bar, it feels like I’ve 
left it forever, and I don’t quite understand that either. And 
brothers, that stupid example, brotherhood, it fits in there 
somewhere... it’s related to the whole thing. Shit, not related like 
brothers are related by blood to each other...it’s like there’s, 
something I’m missing and it has to do with something about 
brothers, but when I try to think of it, it doesn’t make any sense 

and threatens to tear down all understanding. 

Hell, just let examples be examples. 
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“A good writer should be so simple 
that he has no faults, only sins.” 
—W.B. Yeats 


ady 


My words, pale blue 
pale smooth stones 

in path through meadow 
to run down barefoot 

on hot summers day. 
Path through meadow leads 
to cottage 

where lady spirit 

lives with me. 

No body 

has lady; 

She’s wind on my skin. 
When I lay in dirt 

She became poppies 
pressing up gently 

for my eyes 

(which are blue). 

At night she's fire 

my cold fingers caress. 
Above my table, 

above my wine-glass, 
cluster of tiny 

red stars shine in Air. 
When I thirst, 

one by one 

stars fall in wine-glass, 

I can drink, 

compare empty glass 

to brain sucked 

of emotion, 

sucked of thought; 
fragrance lingers. 

I’m expecting someone, 
a visitor, 

I glance with sagging shelf 
lined with cracked backs of books 
long ago read. 

I’m expecting someone, 
a visitor. 


Mmm she’s here, 

my whore I sent from town; 
I requested shortnails 
unpainted, no make-up 
Goddamn-it! 

She wears make-up! 

It matters not 

matters not 

no painted lips thank God! 
No painted nails. 

Her nails are short. 

Her toenails painted? 
Mother wore make-up. 
Mom married five men, 
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separate occasions. 


We linger, We linger 
over liqueurs 

She presses pale fingers 
between my words; 

We linger, We linger 

on step on stair 

my hands caress 

her lips, her breath 

my eyes glimpse my wine-glass 
on inlaid table top, 
wine-glass emptied 
before she came. 

We linger, We linger 
beside my bed 

I am well read 

I am weil read. 


Through window perfectly 
round white moon lights 
like lady in room 

where I press in whore 
this this this this... 

lady I can’t tough 

whore, whore has, 

has lady has 

my, my, her lips 

spread suck on my mouth 
my word, my, my... 

we finish, my whore combs 
black hair, dresses, 
admires her face 

in my bathroom mirror. 

I put on my bathrobe. 
Phonograph plays 

duet by Debussy. 


Slowly I raise gun 

to base of her head 
Slowly I squeeze trigger— 
her make-up scatters. 
Her face flaps, flaps. 
Behind my back I hear 
slow steady sound. 

I look up, ceiling; 
shattered bone drops 

bit by bit 

like two hands 

slowly clapping, clapping, 
clap, clap, clap... 

why am I laughing? 

I admire myself 

in my bathroom mirror; 
my baby fine hair, 

my blue eyes! 


LAURA JAILER 
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she is a weary her dreams are 
giant of a woman numb fingers trembling 
and crazy, it moves inher into a nameless dark. 


Descending stairs! |» like dull knives, a slow cry 


sit in chair, muffled by folds of flesh. insanity snows in uneven layers 
looking at wine-glass; on rotted wood 

it’s empty. she calls on the phone all is forgotten in 

It's empty, talks empty miles of sand _ the frozen monotony of breathing: 
my wine-glass for hours. | bear this child, curl your hair 

is empty... words trickle through kiss this man 


and hang in the air 
like thick smoke. 


he has a gun in your house 
to keep you safe. 


by David Colbert 


by Risa Palley 
; 
. es : 
He said, let me do this. by Risa Palley 


I agreed and noticed 
a low moaning noise. 


The wind has carried lost sounds 
and those birds, with fast hearts 
watch the gathered breezes. 


Here, let me do this 
‘and many snakes spilled 
tangling on the shiny floor. 
A large white one had teeth 
rege mars cece ess se and followed.me.home. - «. «+--+ 
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“And of all the East European Communist states, Albania 
is probably the most repressive and the least predictable. 
Alienated from the Soviet Bloc by their having sided with the 
Chinese during the Sino-Soviet split of the early 60's, they 
recently expressed shock at what they considered signs of 
Chinese revisionism in the 1970's. Grumblings issuing from 
Tirana, the Albanian capital, about the beginnings of Chinese 
relations with the U.S. and the ending of the radicalism of the 
Chinese Cultural Revolution have led certain analysts to 
conjecture that they may soon break off diplomatic relations 
with even Peking. They will then find themselves in the rather 
unusual position of having absolutely no allies in the world.” 

—Cal Medford, Essays on Totalitarianism 


Prologue 1. Bolivia. 


“I've seen them come and go. There’s been too many 
revolutions and too many revolutionaries. They bring no 
change.”’ The old peasant’s voice rings out from the crowd in the 
dusty village square. 

**But this one, this one is different. It will bring reform. It will 
throw off the yoke of Yankee imperialism.” The speaker pleads 
with the people gathered in the square, pushing the beret off his 
head to wipe the sweat from his brow. It is hot. 

“No.” The old peasant speaks from the crowd again. “It is all 
the same. Bolivia will always be Bolivia.” He leaves and the 
crowd leaves with him. 

The speaker walks from the square and joins a group of idle 
soldiers, AK-47’s, the Soviet counterparts to American M- 
16’s, slung across their shoulders. They grunt and point at me. 
The speaker studies me a moment and then walks over. 

‘*Hello. You are the son of Jesus Garcia?” 

“Yes,” I answer. “You are the son of Marquez Garcia?” 

He smiles faintly. ‘‘I am called Manolo.” He motions to a 
bench away from the square, in the shade of atree. We sit down. 

“This revolution is a hard one,” he says, squinting eyes into 
the distance. “‘We struggle with arms against the capitalism and 
imperialism that ruin the life of these people. Yet they act like 
they do not know us, like they do not understand. Our pleas for 
support fall upon ears long shut to words. It is hard for a hero of 
the Cuban revolution to wage a war for justice in Bolivia.” He 
sighs and turns to me. “How is your father? What does he do in 
the U.S:?” 

“He sells used cars.” Silence. ‘What does your father, my 
uncle, do?” 

‘He is People’s Commissar of Havana Central.” He gazes at 
the now empty square. ‘‘What is it that you want, my cousin? A 
man does not come to a revoiution in Bolivia to look up lost 
family.” 

“I want to go to Albania. The Cubans can arrange it. You can 
arrange it.” 

“Why Albania?” 

“Tt is the land of my mother.”’ 

“I would think that you could arrange a visit from your 
bourgeois home in the U.S.” 

“I want to live there.” This shocks him. “I want to struggle for 
the solidarity of the Albanian people.” 

He watches me a moment, staring curiously. Finally—“‘It 
can be done if you are sincere. You must be sincere.” He clasps 
a hand on my shoulder. ‘‘What is your name, my cousin?” 

“Adolf. Adolf Garcia.” I smile wide. “It’s an Albanian 
name, Adolf.” 


Prologue 2. Adolf. 


Jesus Garcia was my father, a Cuban in the U.S. who was 
told he would be deported unless he joined the American Army. 
He did and came back with tales of bombings and advances 
against the Nazis. He had been a cook. Those who had really 
seen battle just mumbled. My mother had been in the States for 
a few years. She had ‘come, young and alone, when her parents 
had been killed in the Italian invasion of Albania in the early 
years of the war. They met in Massachusetts, fucked, and 
settled down in Lowell. I was born. They married. 

I grew up in the 50’s, watching television and playing 
baseball. The sixties came, exploded all the television dreams, 
but I paid no attention, lived my own life. I graduated from high 
school and got married. We had a kid, then two. I gota medical 
deferment for a bad knee and missed Vietnam. I worked in my 
father’s used car lot. 

I was 24 in 1970. That was the year they shot four students 
at Kent State, more at Jackson. It was the year I joined the 
revolution. I left my wife and kids and began running bomb 
components for the Weather Underground, sneaking down the 
highway in cars I would borrow from my dad’s lot. He found out 
and fired me. I went to work for the Lowell Free Press, the local 
radical newspaper. I started writing about imperialism, stopped 
paying traxes and started smoking chic brown cigarettes. I had 


, devoted myself to the struggle, 
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I got busted in ’72. Possession of amphetamines and mari- 
juana. Very political crime. I went on a hunger strike in jail, 
sending long revolutionary letters to the Lowell Free Press 
about the rise of fascism in America. The world around me fell 
apart. Nixon got re-elected. My wife divorced me. My dad 
agreed to testify for the state. My mother, solid in a crisis, 
visited me. 

When I went on trial, radicals from all over Massachusetts 
came to protest. They chanted and waved fists and sailed paper 
airplanes across the courtroom. The baliffs got angry. The judge 
got impressed. The DA and my dad sat at the same table, 
casting accusing glares in my direction. I fainted on the witness 
stand for lack of food. And in the end, the judge threw the case 
out of court, illegal search and seizure. They had nabbed me ina 
laundromat, had confiscated the evidence from clothes in a 
dryer. Their warrant did not permit them to search the dryer. 
The radicals cheered. I decided to go to Albania. 


Part I. Lowell. 


I open the door. The Massachusetts winter night rushes in. 
He stands smiling, hands clasped politely in front of him. 

‘Mr. Garcia?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good. I’m a representative from the Albanian UN legation 
in New York. I believe we have something to discuss.” 

“Come in.” 

He enters, a young man, probably not much older than my 
own 30 years. I had expected someone older, some staunch 
Stalinist, veteran of the liberation struggle against Yugoslavia, 
specks of gray at the temples. We sit down. 

‘*Now, aS we understand it, Mr. Garcia—”’ 

‘Call me Adolf.” 

‘You spoke first about this matter to your cousin in Bolivia 
while he was down there commanding Cuban troops. That was 
six months ago. Subsequently he notified the Cuban govern- 
ment of your desires and put in quite a strong recommendation 
that they be effected. Unfortunately, and I regret having to be 
the first to inform you, he has died. Murdered by CIA-trained 
Bolivians troops. Terrible blow to revolutionary peoples to lose 
a man like that.” 

““Wow, yeah, that’s really a shame. I didn’t know him that 
well, though. Just that one time in Bolivia. Great guy, for sure. 
Vegetarian, I think. Never wanted to hurt anyone.” 

The Albanian smiles strangely. “‘At any rate, Fidel himself 
was so moved by your cousin’s death that he decided he would 
take action on his final recommendation, that is, your defection 
to Albania. He contacted our First Secretary and beloved 
leader. Enver Hoxha, and they have personally arranged a 
place for you in the People’s Republic of Albania. Your 
defection will occur at the Winter Olympics in Austria in a 
month from now. You will be secretly placed aboard the plane 
of the Albanian team, hidden inside a stuffed cow, the team 
mascot.” 

I sit still, basking in amazement. Albania, land of dreams, 
focus of revolution, home of mom. 

“This will be quite a diplomatic coup for us, you know.” The 
Albanian representative breaks into my thoughts. ‘““We’ve 
never had a Westerner defect to Albania before. Most of them 
have a, uh, relatively prejudiced view of Albanian life.” 

‘“‘God, not me, man. I don’t bank on the tripe you read in Cal 
Medford’s book. I dig on the Albanian attitude, the old ‘fuck 
you’ to the world, the notion of forging a truly belligerent 
communist revolution. I really got off when you guys told the 
UN that both the US and the Soviet Union were imperialist 
lackey running dogs.”’ I laugh and shake my head. “Say, what’s 
your name?”’ 

“Zukla. Josef Zukla.” 


by Manuel Pastor, Jr. 


We were in the bar and warm, sharing a fourth round of Jack 
Daniels on the rocks. I’m buying. Gotta show ‘him a good time. 
They’re gonna let me live in their country. 

‘Hey, Josef,” He looks up from his drink. ‘‘ Did you see that 
building across the street? That’s the Lowell City Jail. I stayed 
there a couple years back. Not'a bad place. Clean toilets.” 

Silence. Josef finishes his shot of whiskey. Then—‘“‘ You were 
there for drugs, were you not?” 

‘Well, yeah. But I mean it was definitely a case of persecu- 

‘ion of radicals. They had no right to search the dryer.” 
_ Josef tries to grab the attention of the bartender. “In Albania 
we would have shot you. Clean justice. Very immediate. 
}.artender, another glass of that same whiskey, please. It’s very 
pood.”* 

I stare at his glass now being filled. “Do you drink much 
/\merican whiskey?” 


*“No, never.” 
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‘That’s what I thought.” I pay the bartender. 

Three shots later, he’s leaning against my shoulder, smile 
distorting face. Reminds me of Jimmy Carter. I smile back. 
These Albanians are OK people. 

** Adolf.” 

“Yeah?” 

He whispers in my ear. ““Were there any famous American 
revolutionary heroes born here in Lowell?” His drunken eyes 
are alive with interest. 

“Well, no. No real famous people. Lowell's just sort of 
working class. We supply the cannon fodder, not the leaders.” 

He falls off my shoulder and onto the bar, then puts his hand 
around his glass of whiskey and forces himself upright. Still 
smiling. 

“Except...” I pause. “Have you ever heard of Jack Kerouac?” 

“ Albanian?” Josef’s body sways back and forth on the stool. 


“No, no. American author. Very famous, hung out with Allen 
Ginsburg. Beatnik type., Forging the roots of revolution, and in 
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if Mom 


Aanuel Pastor, Jr. 


American terms. ‘42 Hudsons across the continent, midnight 
rendezvous’ in San Francisco railyards, stuff like that. Not real 
rowdy, but pretty alienated. He’s Lowell's claim to fame. He 
was born here. Played football for my high school.” 

Josef downs his whiskey and burps. “Never heard of him. 
Did he have much influence on you?” Lael 

“Oh, yeah. But the terms have changed. The American 
empire’s closed. Hudson's gone out of business. The West 
coast has stopped being exciting. There are limits, I guess. 
Kerouac was the last of America’s innocent writers. He had 
hope. Desperate hope, for sure, but hope just the same. No one 
has much hope anymore.” I finish my shot of whiskey and begin 
to chew on the ice. “He's dead now, buried here in Lowell. I visit 
his grave every once in a while.” 

“When I was a child,” Josef begins, ““my father was 
ambassador to the Soviet Union. I visited Lenin’s grave every 
day with my mother. It was...inspirational.”’ He motions to the 
bartender for one more drink, then collapses unconscious onto 
his arms on the table. 


I park my battered VW van by the cemetery wall and nudge 
Josef out of his sleep in the passenger seat. 

“Hey, wake up. We're here.” 

“Huh?” 

We climb out of the van, into the night, and over the wall, 
Josef twisting his ankle as he drops into the graveyard. He 
mutters an Albanian curse and hobbles behind as I cut a straight 
line for Kerouac’s grave. 

We stand in front of it, cold wind carving our faces into bitter 
grimaces. 

“There he is, man. Dead.” 

“It’s cold,” Josef replies, and falls to the ground, slumping 
against Kerouac’s upright gravestone. I drop to the ground, too, 
lying flat on the mound that is his grave. 

“Josef,” I say after a while. “What are the stars like in 
Albania?” 

“Stars are stars. God, my foot hurts.” Josef sits, back against 
gravestone, rubbing his ankle. 

I smile and prop myself up on an elbow. “You know why I’m 
going to Albania, Josef?” Josef stops rubbing his ankle and 
bunches up against the gravestone, as if to sleep. I continue 
anyway. ‘Albania is hope, man. It’s the possibility of altering 
my life. Life seems so screwed up here. I guess it’s capitalism. 
No purpose, no love. My dad sells used cars and hates me. My 
mom meets me for furtive lunches downtown, sneaking me 
family news over franchised hamburgers. My wife makes 
obscene phone calls to demand higher alimony. My children 
think I'm nuts. The Free Press is falling apart because we can’t 
figure out if we're Maoist or Marxist. Shit, what this country 
needs is a good revolution to draw everyone together.” I look to 
Josef for agreement. He looks asleep. 

“Revolutionaries are lonely people,” he mumbles without 
moving. 


“Alright, Garcia, just what the fuck do you think you're 


~ doing?” The flashlight’s beam is thrust at my face. Behind it 
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stands the cop who busted me three years ago. 

‘Howdy, Officer Stampp. Just admiring the stars, discussing 
the revolution. And you?” 

“Garcia.” He lowers the flashlight. “Get the fuck off that 
grave and get the fuck out of here. I don’t want to have to arrest 
you again.” 

“Sure,”’ I mutter. “Sure.” 

I give Josef a hand up and we start to leave. 

“Garcia.” We stop and I turn to face the flashlight. ‘Who's 
your friend?” 

“He's an Albanian diplomat.” 

“Garcia.” He shakes his head. disbelieving. Get the fuck 
out of here.” 

I take back off into the night, Josef hobbling beside me. 
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"Just for sitting in a cemetery.”’ I mumble. ‘Will the police 
state never cease?” : 

‘Disrespectful, really, sitting on someone's grave,”’ Josef 
replies. “In Albania, we probably would have shot us.” 

We climb the wall again to leave and when we drop down the 
outside, Josef twists his other ankle. His Albanian curse pierces 
the American night. 


Part Il. Innsbruck, Austria. 


Thursday night. Coffee shop lights assault. It’s a Dennv’s in 
Innsbruck. For the Americans, I suppose. I sit waiting for the 
contact, writing a farewell defection letter to be published in the 
Free Press. 

**Hello.”’ She sits across from me and smiles. ‘Mr. Garcia?” 

“Vesey 

“I believe we have something to discuss.” 

‘*You must be from Albania.” 

“*Shhh.”’ She looks around the coffee shop, then back at me. 
“That wasn’t very intelligent.” 

‘*What's your name?” 

**Letla. Letla Zukla.” 

**Joe’s sister?’’ She nods. ** Hey, that brother of yours is really 
a great guy. Fine spirit, hard drinker.”’ I lean closer. “Do I really 
have to go in a stuffed cow?” ; 

**Mr. Garcia—" 

** Adolf.” 

She shakes her head and looks around. She seems angry. 

“What do you do in the Olympics, Letla?”’ 

“I'm a political consultant with the team. Mr. Garcia—” 

** Adolf.” 

She shakes her head again, brings her hand to her forehead. 
“Yes, you will go in a cow.” 

‘**Bummer.”” 

Silence. She stares at me. I smile. 

‘*Let’s get out of here,” she says, and I gather up my writing, 
pay the check and follow her out the door. 

We are walking close together, feet smashing sidewalk snow, 
hands sunk deep in warm coat pockets, when she speaks again. 

‘*What were you writing in there?” 

‘* Article for my newspaper. That’s my cover story. I’m here 
as a press correspondent for the Lowell Free Press. Covering 
the Albanian hockey team. Also writing the story of my 
defection. I’m gonna sell it to the New York Times. Gotta keep 
up my alimony payments.” 

I turn to her. She seems to be biting her lip. I smile. We stop 
by a railing, lean on it and gaze at the vast white slopes around 
us. She lights two cigarettes, and hands me one. They're 
Albanian, brown and harsh, almost choking. These Albanians 
must be tough. 

“You know, Mr. Garcia—” 

** Adolf.” 

She shakes her head. flicks an ash, and starts again. ““You 
know, Adolf, one might say that you are not exactly the stuff of 
which defectors are made.” 


A week later, we are in bed in my hotel room, watching the 
Olympics on TV. The Albanian hockey team wages a fierce 
struggle against Poland. Poland is winning. I sit naked on the 
edge of the bed, cross-legged and cheering Albania. Letia lies, 
back against pillow, blankets bunched up around her, reading 
my defection letter. Albania loses and ski-jumping comes on the 
screen. I call up room service and ask for hamburgers, then 
move back on the bed and sit next to her. 

“Well, what do you think?” 

She looks up from the letter. ‘‘ What's all this about ‘home of 
mom*?” 

‘Well, my mom's from there. It helps me feel close to the 
Albanian people, to the Albanian struggle.” 

“You know, Adolf.” She runs a soft hand up the inside of my 
thigh. “I meant to ask you about that. Why Albania?” 

**Wow!”’ I point at the TV screen. ‘*Did you see that?** The 
doorbell rings and I hop up to answer it. “That was the longest 
jump I've ever seen. Is that the 90 meter? Check that guy's 
name.” I open the door, realize that I am naked. begin to shut it. 
then open it again. 

“Yes?” 

The young man at the door hesitates, then thrusts forward two 
wrapped objects. “Your hamburgers.” 

“Thanks.” I grab them, saying “Charge the Free Press.” 
then shut the door. I turn around and slip into bed with Letla. 
handing her a burger. “Ever had a hamburger. Letla?™ 

She takes the burger with one hand. rubs her forehead with 
the other. We eat in silence. a little sauce dripping on my chest. 
She puts her burger aside and returns to reading my defection 
letter. | watch the re-run of the ski-jump. 

“So, Adolf.” She puts aside the letter now and faces me, body 
propping up on one elbow, leg swinging over to rest on mine. 

cont. on p. 20 
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HOME OF MOM from p. 19 

Her hand slips down my chest, the touch smooth and cool, 
exploring, until her fingers run into the sauce. Frustration 
crosses her face and she rubs her forehead in dismay. The result 
is sauce dripping from her temples. She grabs a bedsheet and! 
wipes the sauce off. She scowls. I smile. 

**Why Albania?” Almost a tone of anger. 

**Well, you know.”” My words are muffled as I try to talk 
through a bite of burger. “It’s like...everybody’s life is screwed 
up in the states. Mine was. Everybody’s got a warp of concern 
about their own lives, too, cant transcend it, can’t get it together 
enough for the revolution. And they just don’t believe they can 
ever change it either, can’t even change their own lives. It’s like 
in Bolivia. I was down there visiting my cousin. He is...was a 
revolutionary. This old peasant guy said, ‘Bolivia will always be 
Bolivia.’ Shit, he'll never take control, never alter his own life.” 
I turn to her for agreement. 

She smiles sadly. ‘*You know, Adolf, in some ways you're 
very beautiful.” 

I turn back to the TV screen to avoid confronting the 
compliment. ‘‘Hey, Letla, look. There’s the guy who won the 
ski-jump. An American. Met him the other day. Name’s 
' Nabyak Rodriguez. Housepainter from California. Nice guy. 

His dad’s a Cuban, too.” 
“But an American will always be an American,” she 
murmurs and rests her head on my chest. I smile and run a hand 
' through her hair. The Olympics blare on as background. 


Early morning. The phone rings. I drag myself to the end of 
the bed to answer it. 
** Adolf?” 
“Yeah?” 
‘This is Letla. There’s been a delay. Don't come to the 
airport till 3. OK?” 
‘*Sure, sure.”” I rub my eyes. “Is the cow thing still hap- 
pening?” 
*“What?” 
“The cow.” | 
‘Oh, God, Adolf.” I hear a gasp on the other end. I imagine 
her shaking her head, hand on forehead. I sort of like her, maybe 
even love her. ‘‘No, don’t worry, Adolf. There’ll be no cow. Just 
come at 3.” 
“OK.” 
Brief silence. 
** Adolf?” 
“Yeah?” 
“‘T just want you to know that I really do...that I really feel—””’ 
The door of my hotel room bursts open, pushed by two beefy- 
looking types in business suits. 
“Well, bye-bye, Fred,” I say and smash the receiver down 
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onto the phone. An Albanian curse crackles out before the 
connection is cut. I smile at the two men. They walk in and close 
the door behind them. 

“Alright, Garcia. Just what the fuck do you think you're’ 
doing?”’ They sit down on both sides of the bed, flanking me as I 
sit cross-legged and naked in a tangle of telephone wire and 
bedsheets. 

**What do you mean?” 

The guy on the right grunts the answer. ‘““You know god- 
damned well what we mean.” I wonder how much they know. 
Shit, I wonder who they are. ‘‘It’s not exactly every day some 
fucking US radical covers the Olympics for the Lowell Free 
Press. Pretty good cover story, huh, Georgie?” He looks at the 
other guy. They both laugh then. ‘‘So, alright, what the fuck are 
you doing here?” 

Uncomfortable silence. ‘You guys had breakfast yet? I’m 
starving. Maybe we could talk about it then.” 

The guy on the right, the talker, responds by smashing my 
nose with his fist. Blood begins pouring down and I try to catch it 
with my hands. ‘*Don’t fuck around, Garcia. You here making 
contacts with other leftists? Sneaking arms?” 

The guy on the left, Georgie, punches my stomach. I double 
over. Blood is staining the sheets now. ‘‘Sabotaging the American 
team? Running a drug deal? Delivering documents to the 
Ruskos? What is it, Garcia? The truth, man.” 

Georgie’s fist cracks hard against my ribs. The pain wracks 
my entire body. My words spit out, coughed up with blood. “I’m 
defecting to Albania.” 

“Quit fucking with us, Garcia. No bullshit. The truth, man.” 
The talker’s fist pommels my ear, my mind feeis rammed. I pass 
out. 

When I wake, a hotel manager is placing an itepack on my 
head. 

‘‘What time is it?” My first thought. 

“It’s two o’clock. Are you alright, Mr. Garcia? Those two 
gentlemen are gone now. We heard the disturbance. When we 
came, they ran away. Don’t worry about the sheets.” 

I’m out of bed and jumping into pants. ‘‘I gotta go, I gotta go.”” 

I dress and begin running, out the door, down the streets, 
through the airport. I get to the arranged meeting place at 
exactly three, a sigh of relief passing through my bruised and 
bloody body. 

Three-fifteen and still no contact. I walk up to an old man 
behind an information desk and ask about the plane. 

The old man barely looks up from the paperwork he’s doing. . 
“Albanian plane left. 1:30.” His eyes cast downward, he points 
to an arrival and departufe board in back of him. 

I wander dazed, Georgie’s blows beginning to hurt again. I sit 
down on a bench, find a discarded American newspaper, and read 


the headline. ‘‘US Threatens Intervention if Continued Cuban 
Presence in Angola.”’ I throw it away and begin crying. 


Epilogue. Lowell, Massachusetts, USA. 


I lean back against Kerouac’s gravestone, arm draped across 
my Suitcase, fingers clutching an Albanian cigarette. I’m tired, 
flew back to New York from Innsbruk, had to catch a Greyhound 
from the City to Lowell, arrived at the station at four in the 
morning. Didn’t want to go home, though, nothing there but a 
bed. Decided to walk to the cemetery. Fucking tired. 

I wonder what happened, I really do. Was she conning me or 
was she doing me a favor? Testing me, then deciding that this kid 
don’t make the Albanian grade? Fuck ‘em, fuck ’em. 

I crush my cigarette and look around the cemetery, dawn 
must be beginning to light the graves. More dead folks in this 
world than live ones, my father, Jesus, used to say. Kerouac, 
though he lives on. Kinda still part of my own dream, his vision 
of the lonely American night. Which it is. Which I am. He’s 
dead, though, now. x “it on his body. 

God, I loved her. I can see her now, hand rubbing forehead, a 
little irritated, a little amused. A touch of Josef in her eyes, the 
same Albanian aloofness, my mom had it. My dad never did. 
Just a Cuban salesman pushing used Plymouths. Pretty shady, 
really. Nothing in his eyes. Can’t believe that his brother’s a 
Commie commissar, that my cousin was a revolutionary. It’s all 


- my roots, though, my history, and so maybe, just maybe— 


“Alright, Garcia. Just what the fuck do you think you're 
doing?”’ 

I look up. Officer Stampp stands at the end of the grave 
mound, eyeing me angrily. 

“[’'m being depressed, asshole. Don’t you have anything 
better to do with your time than chase faded hippies through 
graveyards?” 

Stampp looks confused, fumbling with a reply. 

“I’m getting too old to be bugged by this sort of shit, Stampp. 
We're both too old. Listen, why don’t you just sit down, man? 
Take a break, share an Albanian cigarette.” 

I move over and he sits down, leaning on the other half of the 
gravestone, somewhat reluctantly, somewhat hesistantly, I light 
two of the brown cigarettes and hand him one. He takes a puff 
and begins coughing. I slap him on the back. 

‘Pretty harsh fuckers, eh? You'll get used to them. You know, 
Stampp,” I watch the sun just firing dawn in the east. “‘There’s 


gonna be a revolution someday. There really will.” 
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CLASS PARTY 


For the last week of school my writing class planned a big 
masquerade party at our teacher Random Anthology’s house. 
The theme for dress was to be ‘Modern Literary Genres’; I was 
going as an allegorical farce, and I convinced Audie to come 
along as a rave review. There was a contest planned, with an 
unspecified prize for Best Costume. I was sure my disguise 
would be a shoe-in. But it was already late and I still wasn’t 
ready when Audie arrived, covered from head to footlights in 
glowing praise and ornate superlatives; I made her wait outside 
while I climbed out of the grainstorm and toweled dry with a few 
rough drafts. Her voice through the door sounded impatient: 

‘Art, are you ready yet?” 

“One second!” In the bedroom I’ve just gotten on a ribbon of 
dialog, and am knotting the narrative hook securely to one end. 
The rest dangles lightly to my feet. The lead-in zips right up; I 
slip into the plot and begin pining on puns of assorted 
sized...Finally, tuck in the rest of the dialog: 

‘“*Hey, come on!” 

“Right! Okay--Here we go--”” 

I reach for the length of punch line to tie the whole thing 
together, but it’s all tangled ; oh hell. I slip it into my pocket--I’ll 
do it in the car. With all my loose ends flapping I fly to the door 
and let Audie in; it’s the first time she’s seen my costume, and 
she looks disappointed. ‘‘I don’t get it.”” 

‘*Well you will, don’t worry.” I lead us briskly out the front 
door, down the cold moonlit walk to the car. As we start off I 
explain: 

“I’m threading this punch life through the whole thing from 
top to bottom, see? And this end has a noose on it.’ I gun it 
through a yellow light at 4th and Goal, then make a quick left 
onto Desperado Blvd. ‘Ihe punch line is stretchy—I give it 
another elastic tug. *‘ Now when we get in the door, I'll sneak up 
on you from behind--”’ 

‘*--on me?” 

‘*__and throw the noose over your neck. You'll scream and try 
to escape but as soon as the punch line stretches out enough it'll 
yank my costume right off and snap it back at you... The thing's 
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so heavy it’ll knock you right off your feet, and I'll be standing 
there with a big smile—they’ll love it!” 

Audie seems skeptical. ‘I don’t think I'll love it. Do you 
suppose we could switch places?—” 

But it’s too late; we screech to a stop outside Random’s house 
and follow an autobiography and a detective story up the 
footpath to the front door. Audie is groaning. 

‘Art, this is ridiculous. They won’t get it. They won't like it. 
I’m embarassed already. Let’s just forget the whole thing...’ 

I’m barely listening, though. The timing is essential; catch 
everybody’s attention first...I take a deep breath. Well, here 


—I'll hitch a Delta 747 jet. 
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I want to plant my feet in the red clay of those Alabama hills. 
—I got the southern blues and they won't go away, 
I want to feel the heat of a humid day. 


Give me that good old southern jazz. 
I want to stroll through the French quarters in New Orleans. 

I want to “second line” down Canal Street as the floats go by, 
—its been eight long years since I saw Mardi Gras. 


I got the southern blues and they won't go away, 
—maybe I'll hop a train or catch a Greyhound bus or maybe, 


I got the southern blues and they won’t go away. 
I want to go home and—maybe even stay. 
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by Daniel Olmsted 


Suddenly we're inside. The living room is brimming with 
faces and places, dreams, and themes. Random is standing by 
the door dressed as an informative introduction; he announces 
our presence with pompous formality: 

“Art Fartsake and Audie Innes—” 

The moment is ripe...but—what’s this? They're laughing too 
soon; Audie is laughing too— 

In my haste I hadn't noticed that my lengthy punch line had 
caught in the car door; it trails all the way back out to the street, 
littered with bits of my costume...and I realize all at once that 
I’m already naked: 

Oh Lord!— 


by Janina Ledet ‘ 
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by Susan P. Meade 


As I was telling Liz, just the other day, I think the men in tnis 
town are basically after four things: booze, grass, ass, and ears. I 
keep hoping that the next guy I meet will be a sensitive, 
nonsexist, guitar playing poet, with warm liquid eyes who will 
be able to fulfill me intellectually, sexually, spiritually, and 
emotionally. I dream on, experiencing the magical dating 
encounters of Mira Linda. And all the guys go straight for the 
ears. And I don’t mean a gentle nibble or two, I mean full on 
biting. The rape of my tender lobes. 

I thought Liz might understand. after all, she is my roommate, 
my closest friend, my. life support system when the going gets 
rough. She’s always telling me that everyone is out to have a 
good time, the women, the men, the boys, the girls, the dogs 
cavorting in the streets...So I said to her this morning, “Yes Liz, 
I know, but isn’t there something more? Isn't there any deeper 
meaning below the surface of hedonistic hilarity? Is there no 
substance to our lives beyond this extended foreplay of the 
senses? 

Liz and I had lived through summer months together; summer 
months of employment boredom, questioning ourselves and our 
beliefs and our realities. We had arrived with not quite two 
decades worth of accumulated personal possessions. We had 
come to rest in Mira Linda, city of nonquestioning, city of 
acceptance. Liz, dark haired beauty, lover of altered perceptions 
mediator par excellance. Liz, with dreams like mine, of graduating 
from college, dreams of making it through’ another Monday 
morning, dreams of falling in love, and traveling, of spending 
years in Paris, sipping white wine at sidewalk cafes, of 
backpacking through Europe, living on cheese and bread, long 
loaves of freshly baked sourdough. Liz and I dreamed together 
of finding identical male twins,’ marrying them and settling down 
on a farm in the country to raise our respective toddlers, and 
when tired of our twin, we could trade and spend another five 
years living in the other person’s shoes, the other’s marital bliss. 

We dreamed, .but we also believed more was possible, we 
couldn’t stop thinking, we couldn’t stop time, that was until our 
lists of possible apartments led us to the door of 6622 Camino 
Playa, in the heartland of Mira Linda, by the sea, by the sea, by 
the beautiful sea. 

* “You ready for the party tonight Liz?” Afternoon, sunshine 
sifting in through the open windows, food encrusted dishes 
sitting on the floor at my feet. 

She giggled and jabbed at the kickstand of her bicycle with a 
sandal clad foot. ‘Hey, I’ve really gotta get going. I told Glenn 
I’'d be over to help him make some brownies. I’ve waited 
practically forever for him to harvest his plantation and some of 
the BEST flowertops are going in the brownie batter.” 

Silent observation. I try to let observation by the key to my 
understanding of people. But I don’t understand, not really. I 
don't understand motivations and why people drift through life 
without conscious effort, and why we all want to escape through 
brownie batter. After she split I lay there on the floor staring up 
at the water spots on the ceiling. Long ago the pipes must have 
burst and the ceiling became stained in abstract patterns. Men’s 
faces emerged as I stared upward...bending torsos...profiles... 
beard hairs.... _ 

Why oh why does Liz waste her time with Glenn? There’s so 
little substance to Glenn. There is no coherency. He’s nothing 
more than a pool of melted gelatin, a tall handsome body with a 
shock of gold curls capping his well molded facial features. 
Glenn, an endless repetition of surf jive, empty formless words 
drip off his tongue like thick, slow molasses. Glenn...there’s a 
hundred Glenns per square block ‘in Mira Linda. Glenn, my 
symbol of what Mira Linda is all about, my token figure, my 
representative of repulsion, tamed repugnance, watered down 
disgust. 

‘*He’s just an airhead Liz.” 

‘**A what?” 

“An airhead. When I look into his ear I can see clear through 
to the other side of the room. There’s nothing inside, no mind.” 

‘““You’re wrong Cheryl, totally wrong. Glenn is a really hot 
guy, really special. I think he’s on another astral plane. I mean 
he is really perceptive. I think he’s got a touch of ESP ya know? 
He knew I was a Libra before I told him!” 

I always think of Glenn in the context of our first encounter. 
He’d dropped by our new apartment to give his regards to Liz. 
She was still at school registering for her Biofeedback course, so 
he hung out for a while and waited for her return. I'll admit I 
found him initially attractive, but once he opened his mouth, 
my feelings fizzled, flickered, and burned out. , 

‘Hey like wow, isn’t this one far out town? I mean aren't you 
just flipped out about living right next to the beach? Isn’t this a 
trip? I knew Liz in highschool...I think it’s really heavy that you 
guys moved in here.”’ His blue eyes were sincere, his smile ever 
present. a“ 
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‘Is that your dog?” I said, pointing to a large mongrel parked 
under our cypress tree. 

“Sure as hell is. C’mere Mona. Here Mona, heel!” The dog 
obediently followed her master’s voice and ambled over, 
wagging her tail. ‘Mona guards my skateboard. I paid fifty 
smackers for that board. It’s a real collector's item, it’s got the 
newest thing in wheels and boy does that baby fly on the hills.” 

‘Fifty dollars, huh?” Mona had returned to her sentinel 
position, keeper of the board. She licked her paws to pass the 
time. 

‘*Right on. I don’t pay much for rent, so I can afford luxuries.” 

‘Oh yeah, what kind of a place do you live in?” I eyed him 
carefully, he had repositioned his mirrored sunglasses. Tall, 
tanned, cutoff jeans with holes in butt, roach clip on leather 
thong around neck, gold stud in one ear. 

“My home has all the comforts of your apartment. I live in a 
tent.” 

‘Does it have a stereo?” 

“It’s got a radio, AM and FM.” 

‘Bathroom or kitchen?” 

“T use my friend’s facilities and pay forty bucks a month. I’ve 
got the tent pitched in a backyard about a block away.” 

‘*How convenient.” 

“You oughta see it. It’s the best damn place I’ve ever lived in. 


I mean wow, before the corners started to mildew it was the . 


nicest room in town. Still is, I just keep stuffing newspapers 

along the floor-to keep out the dampness. You really oughta see 

ie 
‘Sounds really nice.” : 


Glenn continued to enrich my perceptions of the town. His 
perspective was different from mine, at first I thought, by virtue 
of he being a resident for three years. He had undergone the 
indoctrination procedures and had suffered no ill effects as far 
as the masses were concerned. For Glenn was a representativbe 
mass, a drifting orbital. He told me that the only mornings worth 
getting out of bed for were those when the tides were high and 
the wave action appropriate for surfing. Mira Linda...a town of 
little commitment, of understated emotion, of hangloose, kick 
back, mellow out, enjoy the sunshine days and party hard, party 
heavy nights. Mira Linda, a town of generalities, of nonspecifics. 
Liz aad I had come to Mira Linda to be near the University, to 
experience the life of a student. Glenn was but one of my first 
licks at Mira Linda’s ice cream cone of community interaction. 

I heard footsteps running down the cement stairway on the 
side of the apartment building and:I was jarred from peaceful 
reverie. With eyes closed, ears aware, I followed the tapping 
feet across the porch and up to the front door. A knock. A 
pounding. Before I reached the door, I knew it was Richie, one 
of the gents from upstairs, one of the slow moving, beached out, 
bleached out blonde boys, part and parcel of the rich tapestry of 
beloved slimeballs peopling my seaside community. 

‘*Hi there Richie, how’s life?” 

‘*Oh...far out I guess. What's happening? I hear there’s a hot 
party planned down here tonight. Liz asked my band to play for 
a while, I talked to the guys and they said sure, as long as they 
can get enough to drink.” 

I watched him, marvelling at the way his mouth barely moved 
when he spoke. His eyes on the other hand, were never still. 
They drifted, never focusing, first lighting on my .face, then 
scurrying away to a button on his jeans, then floating upward 
towards the fragments of paint chipping off the front door. When 


Rap 


I first met Richie and Mike, I had held high hopes that they 
would prove to be fascinating examples of possible friendship in 
Mira Linda. I looked at them as potential playmates but my 
hopes soon dissolved as I realized we were on totally: different 
wavelengths. 

“The party is planned for eight. Any time you guys want to 
start playing is cool with us. The beer should arrive around 
7:30.” 

‘* Uh...alright, catch ya later.” Richie, wild mop of unkempt 
curls flying in the ocean breezes, ran out the front gate and 
headed across the street in the direction of the beach, just 
missing Liz, who had returned early from her brownie baking. 

“Glenn wasn’t home,” she said, and disappeared into the 
apartment. 

So I’ve come to a new town, a sleepy little community of slow 
moving inhabitants, mostly college students and young families 
relaxing through life on the way towards indefinite goals. 

Morning dawns slowly in Mira Linda. The sun takes the 
greater part of the morning to burn through the low hanging 
coastal fog that obscures the mere square mile of poorly 
constructed homes perched high on a cliff. I often sit and dream 
out over the sea, watching the cliffs slowly recede and crumble 
before my eyes. I faritasize and wonder how long it will take the 
ocean’s powers to erode the cliffs, dumping the fragile apart- 
ment complexes into the waters below. 

Liz and I had arrived weeks ago, ready to face whatever 
pressures and pleasures the town could conjure up for us. But 
there were no pressures, aside from battling the bicycle traffic to 
and from campus, and avoiding the large packs of salivating 
canines that roamed the streets late at night. Our majors were 
undeclared, our rents paid through June, our lives unencumbered 


’ by employment or financial woes or possessive boyfriends. We 


were free, ready to roll, eager to experience, full of life and open 
for suggestions. al 

The duplex: tar spattered front porch, dog chewed furniture, 
flea infested carpets, intimate relations with our upstairs 
neighbors, with Glenn a more than occasional visitor. 

Liz was satisfied, or so it seemed, her conversations with me 
grew more towards how to live one day at a time rather than 
concentrating on any thoughts of a future. 

“Be here now...and now...and now,” she would often say, 
tucking her feet into a half lotus and chug-a-lugging some carrot 
juice. 

Together, the afternoon of the momentous party, we pedaled 
our bicycles the short three blocks to the Food Co-op. The co- 
op is always crowded and frequently the shelves are SO percent 
empty, but it is infinitely cheaper to shop there than the higher 
priced Mira Linda markets. Liz justified the confusion and lack 
of inany items by saying, “‘But the produce is so organic and 
where else can you get rennetless cheese and raw milk, and like 
it’s food for people not for profit.” I agree with her to some 
extent. The front of the small building is always a wild array of 
cardboard boxes and newspapers awaiting their recycling, 
sleeping dogs, and the usual tangled display of rusted bicycles. 
We dismounted, chained our bikes together and flashing our 
membership cards, entered the one room-store that furnishes 
food for half of Mira Linda’s residents. 

‘“‘Oh damn, we picked the busiest time of day.”” Liz waded 
through a pile of small children playing in an aisle. A drum of 
honey had overturned. The children were laughing and cooing, 
crawling and wading through the stickiness, saliva drooling 
down their naked fronts. 

“Lovely,” I said stepping over them to grab a loaf of 
wheatberry bread. Liz headed straight for the back where she 
waited her turn to reach into the refrigerator. Two men in 
bathing suits stood in front of her arguing. 

‘Hey like wow, I’m not into margarine’s unnatural fats.” 

‘Hey well I’m not into butter’s cholesterol.” 

“Yeah? Well fuck you.” 

“Oh yeah? Well double fuck you.” 

Liz darted her hand inside the case and grabbed a carton of 
cottage cheese. She slid in between the couple, pried open 
another door to the glass case and picked out a half dozen fruit 
yogurt cartons. 

In the back of the store, near the manager's office, a group of 
bedraggled, seraped people sat on the floor, deep in thought, 
passing an open bottle of carrot juice (the same kind Liz drinks) 
back and forth among themselves. I stepped behind them, 
knocking into a pile of empty egg cartons beside the back door. 
Managing to grab most of them before they fell I narrowly 
missed dropping my bag of groceries in their laps. “Oh wow, I'm 
sorry about this.” 


‘*Hey, no problem, it’s cool, we're all brothers and sisters.” A 
bushy haired fellow smiled up at me and I noticed a rhinestone 
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imbedded in the side of his nose. Another man, with a beautitul 
face, sat next to him with eyes closed. 

“Right on sweetheart. Hey Liz, did you get the broccoli or 
granola yet?” I yelled over the general din of customers, my 
eyes fixed on the handsome man. 

“I’m trying to get through these mobs, why don’t you go stand 
in line while I finish the shopping.” Liz, was having a hard time 
internally coping with her “‘Be here now” consciousness. Her 
face was flushed, her eyes slightly glazed, her smile strained. 

“We are all of the wheatgerm consciousness. We are all on 
the path towards freedom from the capitalistic supermarkets of 
America. We are all one together in the food we eat. Otm...” I 
glanced back to see Rhinestone man and his cronies, chanting 
together in low voices, their heads bowed deep in prayer. Only 
in Mira Linda, only in Mira Linda does a food co-op become a 
place of worship. 

Standing in line, about ten people back from the cash register, 
I saw Liz in the front of the co-op talking to Glenn. Beside me 
stood the produce counter, an interesting display of color 
contrasts. Avocados, lemons, papayas and corn nestled 
together in packing crates. A young woman dressed in a 
buckskin indian dress was holding a small crystal pyramid on a 
chain above a pile of pears. When the pyramid rotated violently 
over a particular piece of fruit, she deposited it in her shopping 
bag. 

I had to ask her what she was doing, she smiled at me and 
pushed the strands of hair from-her eyes. “I’m trying to tune into 
the energy of these pears. When the pyramid spins rapidly I 
know there’s valuable nutritional energy in that piece.’’ She 
smiled and moved on to the zucchini. ““Oh, God, there’s so 
much energy in these fresh vegetables, it’s as if they have auras 
all their own.”’ 

I could definitely relate, I’m inclined to believe-in the cosmic 
underworld myself. I have mandalas on my wall at home and I 
sing lullabies to my philodendron while Liz chants with her 
Creeping Charlie. We do yoga together in the mornings and 
read our horoscopes daily. Liz and I have fully integrated 
ourselves into the Mira Linda way of life. We wouldn’t be 
caught dead without our Vitamin E oil at the beach, we 
alternately braid and frizz our hair and we jog braless, though I 
plan to give that up soon, the tissues just can’t take it. 

Liz and Glenn were having an indepth conversation about 


what brand of beer to buy for the night’s festivities. I 
volunteered the information that the cheapest available would 
be fine since those of us with more discriminationg tastes would 
be shooting shots of Jose Cuervo or mixing daquiris. Glenn, his 
hair a mass of tiny brine soaked ringlets was scraping his tar 
covered feet against the kickstand of Liz’s bike as I mounted and 
prepared to split the scene. 

“Is it cool if I bring some friends tonight? Some Mira Linda 
buddies that have just gotten back from a wilderness trip? 
They're up for some excitement, the party is fairly open isn’t 
ity? 

“Sure, no prob, bring "em along, the more the merrier, the 
more hip, the hippier and all that. Catch ya later Glenn.” 

Liz and I raced to the corner on our trusty ten speeds, nearly 
colliding with a passing truck. Bike riding in Mira Linda is the 
ultimate death wish, from all sides flying projectiles may cause 
instantaneous tumbles to the uninviting asphalt. Dogs and 
frisbees, fellow humans carrying surfboards, skateboard riders 
with arms full of groceries, small children with ice cream. 
Anything and anyone, nobody looks where they’re going. 
Everyone is out for themselves, self preservation is the key 
word, save yourself, save your own skin, save your own soul. 

“Liz,” I told her later, ‘I’m melting. I just saw the most 
gorgeous hunk of flesh in there.” 

‘But Cheryl, the co-op doesn’t sell meat, you know that, it’s 
not very organic.” 


“No Liz, it was a man, that blonde guy who was sitting down’ 


near the egg cartons.” 
‘Oh yeah...I can relate. Pretty cute.” 


The party was to begin at eight o’clock and by six we had 
finished the necessary clean up. We removed any breakable, 
perishable items from the living room including all the 
houseplants, several lamps, ceramic vases and in a last minute 
fort we rolled up the imitation Oriental rug and stashed it in the 
bedroom. 


Glenn arrived more or less on time with the keg of semi-dark 
beer and a bag of ice. I was: alreddy dressed for the party, 
standing in the kitchen blending up bananas for daiquiris. Quite 
an outfit, I had to admit. Liz and I, standing before our closet 
had pulled and stretched any number of possible costumes from 
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the rack. What to wear? This was to be the party of the season. 
The pre-finals Mira Linda bash. We had high hopes of it being 
the groping, grasping, grabbing extravaganza Mira Linda parties 
were purported to be. We ourselves had never attended a group 
grope. 

Parties in Mira Linda were open door affairs of pulsating rock 
and roll vibrations heard for blocks. The high intensity of sound 
brought people from all over town to the doorsteps where if 
lucky the dancing would begin before the keg was drained. Low 
lights, loud noise, get down tonight. We wanted our party to be a 
dancing disco of foot stomping, hand clapping friends, talking, 
laughing, and interacting in our home. Music provided by the 
slimeball orchestra, in their newly formed group called ‘“‘God’s 
Gift.” 

The multi colored skirts, the V-necked tee shirts, the tie dyed 
tights and the platform clogs? What to wear? And finally Liz 
coerced me into a tiny pink tee shirt she had picked up at the 
University crafts fair. Slit down the middle, it had been 
ingeniously tied back together with thin strips of lace and 
ribbon. To breathe while wearing it was to create unsightly 
bulges, so I wore a short lace shawl over it, one to match the 
whirling, twirling calf length skirt. Off with the tie dyed tight, on 
with the “‘surf flaps”. Liz ended up wearing her hawaiian print 
dress with the thrift store sweater, the one with the beads and 
baubles that bounced rhythmically when she moved across the 
floor. 

Daquiri time, delectable delights of frosted glass and frozen 
fruit. I pushed the buttons on the blender and created new 
flavors. ‘‘Too fucking much, really incredible!’ said Glenn 
setting down an extra bag of ice and sampling my concoctions. 
He had worn his usual cut off blue jean shorts with patches and 
holes across the rear. Barefoot, shirt open, tan exposed, he was 
ready to rock, ready to roll. Richie plopped his head in around 
eight thirty and announced that the band would be just a little 
late, they were upstairs preparing for a hard night of musical 
madness. The guests began to filter in around nine. Liz and 
Glenn sufficiently crocked on banana-strawberry-cranberry 
delights had started dancing to old Beach Boy records. I held 
forth from the kitchen greeting our friends and acquaintances 
who had made an effort to attend our much advertised blast. 

‘Great music.” 

‘“Where’s the keg?” 

‘Can I use your can, man?” 

‘**Anybody gotta match?” 

‘*Far out shirt!” 

‘‘Whens the band get here?” 

‘Sorry, I just spilled beer all over the rug.”” 

“TI need a match!” 

‘Nice house, what do ya pay for rent?” 

Welcome one. Welcome all, to our small apartment, barely 
enough room to turn around in the kitchen, want to move the 
dancing on to the lawn when the band gets here? And I scout 
through the gathering crowd, keeping my eyes open for 
newcomers, lonely folks in need of someone to talk to, to relate 
to, or perhaps someone I would like to evict, eject from my 
personal space ship. 

Glenn was acting as bouncer for the evening, a useful purpose 
for his limited skills. Our visitors and guests after inhaling a few 
beers were sure to wander on to the next party. We heard by way 
of mouth that two other parties were already in full swing down 
the street but neither had promised a live band and how long can 
you dance to the same Stevie Wonder album anyway? The 
brownies were a hit and a crowd gathered to watch Glenn shoot 
“flaming Eddies”, alcoholic drinks set on fire and tossed 
flaming down his throat. 

Richie and his boys had set up their equipment on the 
driveway next to our front gate and the tuning up was attracting 
a large crowd of bottle laden folks. Drifting up Camino Playa in 
search of some Saturday night action, they had hit upon our 
house, crowds of humans pressed together across the lawn and 
throughout the house. A line for the bathroom stretched out 
through the kitchen and while the guests waited. for an 
opportunity to release their bladders, romances began and 
ended. 

God's Gift began to wail and I retired to the front porch to get 
some fresh air, to catch my breath before hurling myself into the 
masses of dancers sweating in my living room. Glenn was in a 
corner of the yard which was filling up with the overflow otf 
dancer's, kicking up the wet grass beneath their flying feet. The 
music was loud and pulsating and could be heard inside and 
outside the apartment. Glenn was having a conversation with 
what appeared to be some of his mountain buddies. but wait, there 
was Rhinestone man from the co-op. Glenn was pointing out 
various members of the crowd to them. 
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And then I saw him. The co-op chanter. From across the 
porch I could see his curls bouncing in time to the music, his 
bare feet massaging the lawn, a natural reaction to the Jamaican 
reggae beat blaring from the amplifiers. I was ready to surrender 
my job as hostess. The party was definitely swinging and 
swaying. A group of sub-human neanderthal-like men had 
wandered in from the street and were consuming every crumb of 
available food left behind, once the guests had become 
sufficiently enebriated. 


He was definitely gorgeous. His blonde mane swung in the 
breeze caused by his partner's swirling skirt as they jitterbugged 
and dipped with each other across the grass. The song ended 
and our eyes met. He stared at me. I stared at him. It was a 
moment of magic. It was as if lightening bolts should have 
descended from the star spattered skies. He pushed back his 
golden curls and walked over on unsteady legs. 

‘Hello, great party, come here often? Like a drink, wanna 
dance? What are you into, all alone tonight?” 

‘“‘This is my party, you're a flashy dancer.” 

‘Hey, hey,” he bubbled. “It’s really jumping tonight, since the 
band seems to be going on a break, you know where a fellow can 
get a drink around here?” He mopped the sweat from his face 
with the corner of his tee shirt. When he lifted the shirt, he 
revealed his tan body with delicate blonde curlicues of hair 


swirling across his stomach. ‘*You’re Liz, aren’t you? I'm a 
friend of Glenn’s, just got back from the mountains, aren't 
parties usually full of bullshit, I mean all the game playing is so. 
rank, I like casual parties whéfe no one is out to impress 
anybody. Looks like a cool gathering here, too many student 
types though.” 

‘Liz is my roommate, I’m Cheryl, who are you?” 

“Orpheus, friend of Glenn's, not just your ordinary crasher. I 
may not be in college, but I do have a sense of etiquette. ‘‘He 
kissed my hand with moist lips. 

I led him into the kitchen, past Liz and a group of people 
staring blankly into the interior of the nearly empty refrigerator. 
“Can anyone get into some Oreos and Miracle Whip?” said a 
woman pushing past us through the crowd. She was fighting the 
flow of traffic and like a salmon moving upstream to spawn, she 
was struggling and pushing the waves of people with fin-like 
arms. 

I pumped the handle of the keg and extracted a glass of foam 
for Orpheus. “Cheers!” 

“Oh far out, nothing like a little beer on a warm evening.” 

“Dance?” I motioned towards the music which had erupted 
anew, a violent rocking rhythm emanating from outside where 
several couples were already engaged in a writhing version of a 
reptilian mating dance. 

Orpheus grabbed my outstretched hand and we swung into 
the swarm. Bumping, grinding, and sliding across the lawn, the 
music reeled and I tuned out the blinking Christmas lights 
decorating the windows, the flailing arms and legs of my friends 
and party mates and the overwhelming odor of smoke and 
alcohol breath, concentrating on my partner. Orpheus jumped 
up and down in tune to his own cosmic beat and I did my best to 
merge my motions with his, to dance as a unit, as one being. 

“Get down!” someone in the crowd yelled and Orpheus and I 
caught up in the circular, hypnotic reeling, surrendered to the 
music and our entwined, flowing limbs. 

The song ended with a crash of cymbals and I found myself 
face to face with Orpheus, our arms interlocked, our mouths 
gaping like two exhausted gold fish. ‘Intense,’ he whispered in 
my ear and the word repeated over and over in my mind. 

‘Wanna go for a walk?’ said Orpheus. 

‘*Sure.”” 

Barefoot, hand in hand we left the crowd and wandered 
across the street towards a vacant lot with steps leading down to 
the beach. Orpheus...oh Orpheus, not such a bad name, not 
such a bad guy. The scene...It’s all in the scene. I was set up for it 
and it was happening. To reverse the flow, to get out of the 
embryonic relationship forming for me was totally out of the 
question. Our hot hands together, his sweat mingling with mine, 
we descended the rickety staircase to the cool sands below. 

“Cheryl, imagine where you'll be five, no ten years from 
now.” The impossible. I. like Liz was attempting to live one day 
at a time, to move with the current beat. 

“Why?” I asked, “I'll have graduated from college and I'll 
probably be living in a city, working to pay for my food bills. 
Where will you be?” 

“| imagine myself living here in Mira Linda for always and 
forever. It’s the ultimate to me. I mean it is really the best place 
I've ever lived. I just got back from the mountains, only stayed 
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three days, no women up there. When I started fondling rocks I 
knew it was time to split.” 

This guy was sincere, truthful, he was nice, so nice, his 
mustache hairs curled ever so slightly up toward his cheek- 
bones. Our feet lead us down to the ocean, the cold water lapped 
against our bare legs. Oh...our feet, swimming together in the 
same body of water. Orpheus and I, standing side pressed up 
against side, his warm body next to mine, heart beats loud in my 
ears. When the fateful kiss I wondered? When the touching of 
lips? When the mingling of saliva? Orpheus gazed outward into 
the depths of the fog shrouded the night. ‘“‘Looks like tomorrow 
will be a good day for surfing. See that swell, breaking out there?” 

“Yeah, you surf alot?” 


“*Always, you know surfing is a totally amazing experience, I 
mean it’s like nothing else, I just live for surfing days ya know? 
Like getting tubed is the ultimate orgasmic experience. The 
feeling of the water pouring all over my body is a real head rush. 

“*Oh.”” The halo I had imagined glowing over his head was 
fading, the shine diminishing. 


“Let's walk down the beach a ways. it’s pretty late, maybe we 
can catch the sunrise this morning.” We walked, kicking at 
stones and broken shells in our path, our feet sticking to clumps 
of tar. 

“Did you like the party Orpheus?” 

“Yeah; it was all right. Not quite enough beer or dope but 
you can’t have everything can you?” 

‘Nope, sure can’t.”” We had come to the end of our walk. The 
tide was in and the sea lapped against the cliffs in front of us. We 
would have to abandon walking and take up swimming if we 
wanted to continue along this route. I sat down on the sand, my 


- back up against the cliff. “Come here often?” I said teasingly. 
“Yeah, actually I do, pretty often, on lots of weekend nights.” 
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He nestled closer. I imagined myself one of the hordes of 
dreamers following this blonde man through the streets of Mira 
Linda. I was a number, a face in the crowd, a movement on the 
dance floor, a body on the beach. 


His head lay in my lap, his fingers traced imaginary patterns 
in the sand by my side. He reached a tentative hand upward and 
stroked the side of my face. **Surrender to the here and now” Liz 
would fave said had she been anywhere in the vicinity. He sat 
up and looked deep, deeper, deepest yet into my eyes with his 
piercing orbs of blue, or were they brown? It was hard to tell in 
the dim moonlight. 


His lips reached, I closed my eyes and leaned forward ever so 
slightly. My eyes opened in surprise, my lips met the open air. I 
fell forward a bit, my mouth yearning into the emptiness. His 
mouth connected with my ear and blew hot air into the canal. I 
sat there dazed, feeling a minor hurricane circling through my brain. 


He blew air in and sucked air out. Was this my cue to moanin 
ecstasy? I reacted naturally, the only way possible...I laughed. 
Orpheus, sensing my amusement, pulled away. 


‘What's wrong? You wanna smoke a joint or something?” 


‘No, no... it’s just that...” He really didn’t care if anything was 
wrong. He wasn't listening, so intent was he on whispering 
sweet nothings in my ear. He seemed to play favorites, the right 
ear got all the action, while the left stayed cold and unwanted, 
forlornly attached to the side of my head. I grew bored. Perhaps 
it wasn’t the right night, perhaps I wasn't into ears just then, 
perhaps and probably it was because Orpheus was not my cup 
of tea, not my proverbial prince, not my heart's desire. His 
breath accelerated rapidly. he was turning on to my lobe, my 


tender flap of flesh suspended beneath the ear proper. Thank 
God I didn’t wear hoop earrings. 
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Nibble, nibble, munch, crunch, his teeth made the rounds ef 
my ear. 

I had enough, it was time to go. I jumped up, pulling away 
from a startled Orpheus. “I was just getting into it, wow, whatsa 
matter?” 

“I’m tired, it’s time for me to go, it’s been...well it’s been real 
Orpheus.”’ I felt silly, strange that I could offer no other 
explanation to him of my strange behavior. Not so strange to 
me, strange however in Mira Linda where ear givers and ear 
seekers abound. He appeared to be taking his rejection well. He 
gathered himself together and followed me down the beach, 
back up the stairs and out onto Camino Playa where we stopped 
and looked down the deserted street. 


“It’s late, isn’t it?” We glanced back to my front yard where 
all the action had been in full swing. Then, at perhaps four in the 
morning there were no people, only a few dogs sniffing at the 
open garbage cans across the street. 


‘Well, I'll see ya around Cheryl. I'm staying with Glenn for a 
while.” 


“Yeah, see ya Orpheus.” 


There I stood, my feet cold against the ice plant, on one side of 
me apartments, on the other side the cliff, the rhythms of the 
ocean relaxing my mind. Orpheus turned and began walking 
down the street, away from my house, away from me. I watched 


as the first few tinges of daylight appeared in the sky. I shivered 
in my tiny pink tee shirt and scratched at the tar stuck to my 
ankles. Orpheus sauntered down Camino Playa whistling. He 
paused to urinate in someone's front yard before continuing his 
journey. Goodbye Orpheus, goodbye sweet prince. Goodbye 
sensitive man with the liquid eyes. I turned and walked back 
down the staircase to the ocean. ; 
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DANCE CONCERT — Olava Menczkowski, solo and group choreo- 
graphics. 8 pm, Performing Arts Concert Hall. Free. Performance also on 


Sunday, June 11 at 1:15 pm, P. A. Concert Hall. 


Sunday 


KZSC — 88.1 FM. Weekly wrap-up of ‘‘The Fourth Tower of 
Inverness,”’ 6 pm. “‘Sportrap” with Paul and Geoff, 7 pm. “Sunday Night 
Live” featuring live tapes, 9 pm. 

GAY FREEDOM WEEK PARTY — Aill lesbian and gay men are 
invited to a party in celebration of Santa Cruz Gay Pride and Freedom 
Week, to be held at the Good Fruit Co., 2011 N. Pacific Ave. 8 pm, Live 
entertainment and fun! 

KUSP — 9 pm: Toots and the Maytals recorded live in Santa Cruz 


Monday 


SCIENCE TABLE — John Ellis, Physicist, CERN, Geneva: “A 


Physicist’s Visit to China.” 5:45 pm, Merrill Snack Bar. Informal 
discussion over dinner. Half-price meal tickets available for students at 
Merrill and Crown College offices. 


KZSC — 88.1 FM. The Women’s Radio Collective and ‘“‘Sweet Honey 
in the Rock,” singing blues, gospel, and original songs of black women. 8 
pm. 

KUSP — 7 am: Jolly Jeff spins blues favorites on Blue Monday. 9 am: 


Dusty Dan salutes fellow Gemeni Igor Stravinsky. 9 pm: Headjob offers a 
tape of Issac Asimov speaking on the “Science Fiction Writer as 


Prophet.” 
Hawkins. 


10:30 pm: Steve Lacy spotlights the music of Coleman 


Tuesday 


INSTRUCTION ENDS!!! 
CHANGE OF STUDY LIST — Last day to file a withdrawal petition 
with $3. fee. Registrar’s office. 


CREDIT BY PETITION — Last day to file a petition for spring quarter. 
Registrar’s office; $5. fee. 

MEETING — Task Force for Instructional Improvement. 10 am to 12 
noon, Rm. 325 McHenry Library. 

LECTURE — The experience of est. Sixty hours to transformation of 
self. 7:30 pm, Merrill Baobab Room. Free. 


KUSP—3 pm: The poetry of Flora Durham. Live 89.FM. 4 pm: An inter- 
view with Christine Scherer of the Monterey Bay Farmer’s Market. 


| Wednesday 


FINAL EXAMINATIONS 
KZSC — 88.1 FM. The Santa Cruz News Collective, 7 pm. 


Thursday 


CONCERT — Sweet Honey in the Rock. 8 pm, Kresge Town Hall. $4. 
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TONG’S® 


Friday, and 9 am to 9 pm Saturday and Sunday. The West Field House 
will be open 11:30 am to 10 pm, Monday through Friday, and 9 am to 6 
pm Saturday and Sunday June 17 and 18. There will be a $5. charge for 
lockers not cleared by the 16th. 

ART SHOW — Pat Williams Hokenstad, impressionistic land-air-sea- 
scapes, Exhibit to be held at Bargetto Winery, 3535 Main Street, Soquel 
Saturday and Sunday, June 17 and 18. Hours: 10 am to 5 pm. Recent 
works plus selected paintings from the ‘Blue Nile Revisited”’ series to be 
shown in San Francisco in 1979. 


SZECHWAN 


AVE. (AT PACIFIC) 
\ CRUZ, CA. 
427-0305 


VATIONS ACCEPTED) 


JAZZ EVENTS — Kuumbwa Jazz Center. Thurs., June 8, 9 pm: Edd 


‘Kelly Group and Bishop Norman Williams Group. $4. advance. $4.50 at 


the door. Fri., June 9, 9 pm: S.F. All Star Big Band, 18-pieces, $4. 
advance, $4.50 at the door. Mon., June 12,9 pm: Corny Bimpus with Fred 
Cummings Trio, $1. 

COL. VIII ENVIRONMENTAL STUDIES PARTY — There will be 
a party sponsored by College VIII, Environmental Studies, and the Farm 
Collective on Saturday, June 10 from 3 to 7 pm or ??? at the Farm. There 


will be dancing to the Bonnie Doon String Band, and beer and food will be 
available. There will also be faculty entertainment provided during the 
party. Come and celebrate the end of the year with us. Feel free to bring 
your own food, music or drink. 

VANGUARD FORUM — Paul Lee on Vital Roots. Monday, June | 2th 
at the Good Fruit Company, 8 pm. Free. For info, call 426-7732. 
AUDITIONS — The Aberdeen Players will be holding auditions for 
their first production, Our Town, scheduled for performance in late July. 
The auditions will be held in the Soquel High multi-purpose room on 
Monday, June 12 at 6 pm. For more information, call 476-5450. 
MEETING — Psychedelic Education Center. Speakers: Peter Stafford, 
author of LSD:The Problem-Solving Psychedelic. Lecture: “‘Hawaiian 
Woodrose: Illegal High.’’ Good Fruit Co., 8 pm Thursday, June 8, Free. 
KRESGE SUMER OFFICE HOURS — During the summer months, 
starting June 20th, the Kresge Administration Office will observe new 
hours. Telephone calls will be accepted during the morning hours, 
however the office will be open only from 1 pm to 5 pm. All recreational 
facilities and the laundromat will be closed for the summer. 


ATTENTION ENVIRONMENTAL STUDIES MAJORS — Think- 
ing of doing an internship next fall? Before you leave for the summer, fill 
out an application for the fall program. Placements will be on limited first 
come, first serve basis. and we must know ahead of time what your 
interests and needs are. Applications are available in the Environmental 
Studies Office, Rm. 317 Soc. Sci. Bldg. 

LECTURE — Acarya Sarit Kumar Brahmacarya will be speaking at the 
Laurel Community Center on Monday. June 5 at 7:30 pm. The topic will 
be the necessity for spiritualists to take an active role in creating an 
exploitation-free social/economic system. Acarya Kumar is a renunciate 
and disciple of Shrii Shrii Anandamurti, founder of Ananda Marga, a 
spiritual and social service organization. Acarya Kumar is the director of 
Ananda Marga for the western coastal United States. and Western 
Canada. He has studied in India to learn the spiritual philosophies of his 
master, which is based on the 7000 year old traditions of tantra yoga. 
Admission is free to this lecture. Refreshments. will be served. —. : 
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Restaurant 


A Dining Adventure Made to Order 
Featuring the finest in gourmet 
Chinese Szechwan cuisine 


Entertainment Nightly in the Lounge 
210 Corner Barson & Riverside, Santa Cruz 
Reservations (408) 423-5730 


DOWMOF 
SANTA CRUZ 


Thanks 


to the students & faculty 
of UCSC 


for their patronage in the past year. 


Hope to see you again in the fall! 
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Call us for information on Summer School books. 


716 FREDERICK 
WED. TIL 9 PM 423-1140 


SANTA GRUZ 
electronics 


TAPE SALE 


C-90 STUDIO $2.88 
C-90 PRO-1 $3.22 


C-90 PERFORMANCE $2.42 
RECEIVE 2ND '2 PRICE 
C-90 FeCr PRO III $3.55 


AUDIOVOX CAR STEREOS 

C-981 AUTO REVERSE 
CASSETTE eNEets DASH 
$73.63 

¢-988, UNDER DASH 
CASSETTTE $40.13 


CAS 300A AM/FM 


CASSETTE IN DASH 
$100.43 


pssst! 


Z-80CPU $20.00—2708 EPROM $10.00 
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California Homemakers Assoc. to hold benefit 


by Vince Ramos 
California Homemakers Association 

On Saturday, June 10, the Ananda dance band will be 
playing a live concert to benefit the California Homemakers 
Association. The music begins at 8 pm at the Merrill Dining 
Hall. The Salsa-Soul music Ananda has adapted and‘created 
has found its way into clubs and'toncerts all over California. A 
$1 donation is requested at the door. Opening the show will be 
the Water Street band. 

Since 1973, California Homemakers Association (CHA) 
has been waging a determined and winning battle, gaining the 
resources to say ““No!”’ to the economic oppression of domestic 
workers and their families. CHA is an organizing drive begun 
by workers and recipients who, refusing to be pitted against 
each other, realize that only by standing together can permanent 
solution be found for problems of the working poor. For 21 
months, CHA members and supporters successfully picketed 
Upjohn Homemakers, fighting against corporate profiteering at 
the expense of workers and recipients. 

In five years of organizing, CHA has won on the first 
collective bargaining recognition for domestic workers in the 


United States, and is now waging a historic $9.4 million lawsuit 
against Sacramento County for the government's injury to 
workers, recipients, and their families. Most important, volun- 
teer organizers have made possible accelerating expansion into 
new locations in Northern and Southern California, where low- 
paid service workers need a strong organization that can win 
lasting changes in their lives. 


-The dance 1s sponsored by the Student Support Project for 
Domestic Workers (SSPDW). Over the past year, student 
volunteers with the SSPDW have been working to support the 
organizing efforts of CHA. Volunteers in the SSPDW have 
been working to build the CHA Benefits Program, fight 
cutbacks by the county in care to elderly and disabled people, 
canvas door-to-door to sign up new members and inform the 
community about CHA, and raise material support for the 
struggle of workers unrecognized and excluded by national 
labor legislation. 

For over three-and-a-half years, CHA in Santa Cruz has 
been in a fight with the county, focusing on the attendant care 
program. Even though the county holds the power of decision, 


the Santa Cruz County Board of Supervisors continues to 
maintain its position that the elderly recipient is the employer of 
the worker who cares for him/her. This is used as an excuse for 
denying attendants benefits coverage for everything from workers’ 
compensation, disability, and unemployment, to sick, health, 
holiday, and vacation pay; and the county continues to refuse to 


_ recognize CHA for collective bargaining. 


Meanwhile, the county has cut an average of 3,000 hours of 
care to the elderly each month since November, 1977, saving 
itself $12,000/month at the expense of the CHA membership. 
Through benefits advocacy, CHA has beeri fighting these cuts. 
More volunteers are needed to receive training in advocacy for 
the summer and fall to fight those life-threatening practices. 


The California Homemakers Association has training pro- 
grams in systemic organizing for both summer and fall. Full-. 
time and part-time organizers are needed. Full-timers receive 
room and board. Credit can be arranged through UCSC. For 
more information about the dance and the organizing, call or 
visit the CHA office at 510 Laurel St., Santa Cruz, CA 95060. 
Phone: (408) 423-5776. 


Children of exiles return to Cuba 


by Juan Luis Gaston 

On January 14, 1978, the members of the first Antonio 
Maceo Brigade were waiting in the Jose Marti Airport outside 
Havana, Cuba, for our flights home. We had spent three weeks 
working and traveling in Cuba ‘a lo cubano,” which in Cuba 
means 16 to 20 hour days, and sometimes round the clock 
activities. 

The group of 54 persons who were waiting in the Havana 
airport that day were part of the first brigade of Cuban youth in 
exile to return to the island. The brigade was named after a great 
figure in our history, a general in Cuba’s War for Independence, 
Antonio Maceo. 

For the past tour years, the Cuban magazine Areito has been 
a voice from the left within the Cuban communities in exile. 
This magazine has been a vehicle for bringing many progressive 
Cuban youth together in a movement to better understand our 
heritage, the Cuban Revolution, and the common struggle of 
Latins and other peoples in the capitalist world. On January 14, 
we departed from Cuba with a much deeper understanding of 
our goals as political activists in “‘el exilio.” 

The Brigada Antonio Maceo was a historical moment for all 
Cubans, whether living in Cuba or in exile. Our visit to Cuba 
opens the way for the reunification of the Cuban people, and the 
re-establishment of our ties with the island. The success of our 
trip means that the Brigada Antonio Maceo will continue to take - 


place in the future, allowing more and more progressive Cubans 
to visit the island. On the brigade’s first trip, we were able to 
work on a construction site, meet with family, tour a large part of 
the island, and talk at length with many distinguished and 
talented persons. On our last day we were able to spend a few 
hours with Fidel Castro. As Fidel said to us: ‘‘la Patria a 
crecido,” “the nation has grown” with the occurrence of the first 
Brigada Antonio Maceo. 


Brigada Antonio Maceo is an excellent opportunity for all 
progressive individuals of Cuban descent to return to Cuba. If 
you would like to receive information about the Brigada 
Antonio Maceo (BAM), contact Juan Luis Gaston through the 
UCSC US-Cuba Solidarity Committee in the Student Activities 
Office. Also, if you would like to receive a copy of Areito, 
published in Spanish, drop a note in Merrill box 378. La BAM 
va! 


ZIMBABWE MEDICAL CAMPAIGN UPDATE 


by Mike Fleshman 

The Zimbabwe Medical Campaign at UCSC is now in its 
final week. The local drive is part of a Bay Area effort to raise 
$50,000 in medical supplies for 100,000 black refugees for 
white-ruled Rhodesia. These people now live in overcrowded 
refugee camps in neighboring Mozambique, under the most 
desperate conditions. 

The UCSC campaign began on May 1, when campaign 
organizers began to solicit contributions from individual facul- 
ty, staff, and administration members. The results of this 
painstaking effort have been gratifying. On May 25, the UCSC 
Campaign presented the Zimbabwe Medical Campaign with a 
check for $1,000. Since March, over $1500 has been raised in 


Santa Cruz for the Zimbabwe Medical Campaign. 

Campaign organizers salute the entire Santa Cruz com- 
munity for their generosity and solidarity with the freedom 
struggle of the Zimbabwean people. However, only a fraction of 
pledged contributions have so far been received. All contribu- 
tors (including students) are urged to enter their contributions as 
soon as possible. Tax-free donations should be sent to the 
following address: 


The Third-World Fund/Zimbabwe Medical Campaign 
c/o The Santa Cruz Community Credit Union 

105 Harvey West Boulevard 

Santa Cruz, California 95060 


Free Chile Support Group seeks aid 


by Victor Mack 
Free Chile Support Group 

Several years ago a Chilean film about the military coup and 

the subsequent plight of hundreds of thousands of Chileans was 
shown in Santa Cruz. In the film, ‘“To the People of the World,” 
two women, former prisoners, victims of torture in Chilean 
concentration camps, asked “‘the people of the world”’ to call 
international attention to the atrocities being conducted daily by 
the military junta, their secret police and interrogators, torturers, 
and executioners. , 

Both women attributed international letter writing campaigns 
with having generated the pressure which spared their lives and 
eventually secured their release from prison. The two women, 
Carmen Castillo of the Movement of the Revolutionary Left 
(MIR), and Laura Allende, sister of the assassinated president 
of Chile, Salvador Allende, urged the formation of solidarity 
committees around the world to work for the release of the 
thousands of other political prisoners in Chile as a first step in a 
movement to win back their country. Shortly after that first local 
screening of the film, as a response to the film, the Free Chile 
Support Group of Santa Cruz was formed. 

There is not much that a small group can realistically hope to 
accomplish in the face of such a serious and in some sense 
distant political crisis. There is, however, a modest amount of 
work to be done which becomes less modest in the face of local 
apathy. We are aware of that favorite Santa Cruz homily which 
advises the initiate to get himself together before tackling the 


weeds spreading in distant lands, in short, avoid involvement in 
international politicking which is delusory at best, fruitless and 
highly uncentering. It is not, however, a question of “getting” 
involved when one speaks of South America, for as was the case 
with Viet Nam, we as Americans, are already involved up to our 
necks. The question is only whether to acknowledge or ignore 
that involvement. 

Since the beginning ot the year ihe F.C.S.G. has been 
attempting to raise money to send to the Chilean Resistance. 
Again, it is unrealistic to think that our small donations can 


Chile: 


active resistance 
derands 
active solidarily 


offset the millions of dollars funneled into Chile, to the military 
junta by the U.S. Government every year. Hopefully it can be 
enough to provide basics, food and medical supplies, and some 
indication that opposition to the imperial policies of our 
government has not succumbed completely. There is no guaran- 
tee of a bright future for Chile. Maybe it is only a question of 
what Angela Davis called “getting on the right side of history” 
in what is just another in a series of wrong American interventions. 
The Free Chile Support Group needs your help. 
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-} I would like to be part of a letter writing network 
for disappeared and other political prisoners in Chile. 


I would like more information on Chile. 

I would like to join the Free Chile Support Group. 

I am enclosing a donation for the Chilean Resistance. 
Name: 


Address: 
Phone: 


Return to Free Chile Support Group 
P.O. Box 262, Santa Cruz, CA 95060 
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by Leslie Daugirda Myers 

Through June 28, the Cedar Street Gallery 
downtown is showing selected works by a 
UCSC faculty member, Hardy Hanson. On 
entering the gallery two pieces greet you, 
introducing the scope of the show—two and 
three dimensional—but only touching on the 
range of materials. One of these pieces is a 
round form just about the size of a human 
head, wrapped in white twine (as precisely as 
a spool of twine itself), and featureless save 
for two beady little eyes, literally beads. It is 
“Uninvited,” and the dark closely-set beads 
do lend a vulnerability, a left-out-in-the-cold 
aura to this “sculptural object.’ The other 
piece found in the entryway is a color litho- 
graph of, similarly, a face motif, its features 
encircled by a fringe or fur-like border. This 
one is “From the North”’...and who are you 
anyway? 

Hanson’s work confronts us as often as it 
seduces. The deliberateness of the execution, 
whether wood meticulously stacked or nail 
heads blanketing a surface, frequently elicits 
a giggle, an even embarrassed response until 
met with an equally committed focus. At that 
point I become invited, I come in, and the 
piece communicates. I may still laugh but not 
as nervously. 

The articulation we see with the artist’s 
materials carries into his choice of words, as 
well. The term “sculptural object’ rever- 
berates with implications. ‘‘Objects”’ call to 
mind “‘artifacts,”’ those tangible products of 
human, cultural invention. We most often 
use “‘artifact’’ for a work by some culture 
besides out own—the once functional object 
now placed behind glass, ironically, in a 
museum. Hanson presents the objects of an 
imaginary yet all-too-familiar culture in a 
similar way, under bell jars and in glass 
boxes, asking us to study them with the same 
attention. The artist’s attitude is brought to 
light by the titles as much as by the works 
themselves, for example, “Historical Monument 
With Bizarre Implications.” 

If we have objects, we have, by implication, 


Drama 


by Suzanne Aroesty 

Theater Arts faculty and students feared 
that the Barn Theatre would be closed next 
year since the Reg Fee Committee withdrew 
funding for 1978-79. The problem was exag- 
gerated by poor communication between various 
campus offices connected with the theater. 

Since its renovation about ten years ago, 
the 120 seat Barn Theater has been used for 
theater and dance productions by students 
and off campus performers, said George 
Hitchcock, theatrical director and College 
Five lecturer. Located at the east entrance to 
the university, the Barn “‘has been so much a 
pat of the theatrical life on campus and has 
such a beautiful flavor to it. I really don’t 
understand the university closing it down.” 

Through the Reg Fee committee, Student 
Activities has allocated about $2500 per year 
for operating and maintenance expenses, said 
Theater Arts Technical Director Tom Corbett. 
Since 1975 the Division of Humanities has 
contributed $2000 per year to compensate 
for rising costs, he added. 

Currently, students are charged about $20 
per performance day and $5 per rehearsal day 
for theater use. However, senior thesis projects 
have been subsidized by the Theater Arts 
Board so that students wouldn’t need to 
charge admission to pay for expenses. Off 
campus performers are charged $40 per day, 
Corbett said. 

“If you charge admission.to performances, 
then you can pick up the cost of using that 
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subjects. The very concept ‘‘object” predi- 
cates a division between ‘“‘I"’ and “it,” “us” 
and “them.”’ Such a division or objectifica- 
tion of the Other, whether a foreign culture’s 
artifact or a person on the bus seat next to 
you, sets up the potentially alienating situa- 
tion brought to focus in Hanson’s work. But 
Hanson also leads us to identify with the 
objects in these bell jars, even as we study 
them; an exemplary work work is “Insomniac,” 
the sculptural head motif this time wrapped in 
steel wool with a rooster’s crown of broken, 
yes very sharp, glass. 


Bell jars preserve to a clifical degree, 
sealing not only their objects but their very air 
pockets from the environment. The absurdity 


of obsessive preservation, found in this cul- 
ture wary of change, becomes the issue in 
such pieces as ‘‘Figure Preserved.” This 
sculptural object, the size and shape of a 
human head, is wrapped with metal strips, 
and studded with nails. Situated in a glass box 
and resembling a mummy, this work speaks 
not of the Egyptians death-transcendence so 
much as of our own culture’s fearful avoid- 
ance. It would seem, by the pristine and 
precise nature of the objects’ executions as 
well as their installations (germ conscious- 
ness is operating here) that the thing to be 


facility,”’ said Assistant to the Vice Chancellor 
of Student Affairs, Peter Wilson. The 2.2 
million dollar Reg Fee budget for next year is 
needed elsewhere, he explained. 

‘Reg fees cannot be used to support instruc- 
tional activities,’ said Wilson. Although 
campus wide groups such as the College V 
Theatre Guild use the Barn for recreational 
events, Senior theses are academic endeavors, 
he said. 

The Humanities Division was notified of 
this decision in mid-April, said Wilson. ‘‘We 
asked them fot’ a detailed breakdown of costs 
to know what we were buying,” he added. 
The Theatre Arts Board was given the oppor- 
tunity to appeal the Reg Fee Committee 
decision. However, since every penny is 
already allocated in the budget, it will be 
difficult to find money for the Barn Theater, 
said Wilson. 


The problem is deciding how much of the 
Barn is used for extracurricular purposes, 
said Corbett. The Reg Fee Committee may 
allocate some funding accordingly. “But if 
they decide not to subsidize the Barn, they are 
in effect surrendering it and the Theatre Arts 
Board can step in to reclaim it,”’ said Corbett. 

However, Theatre Arts Professor Andrew 
Doe thought the Theatre Arts budget couldn't 
afford the $5000-$7000 necessary to maintain 
the Barn. ‘‘Realistically, other facilities have 
a greater need for money,” said Doe. 

“I suspect that the Reg Fee Committee 
members fear that the Barn is a money 
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avoided is change itself. But where does that 
get us? 

Surrounding structures preserve, which is 
to say they prevent deterioration, presumably 
prolonging life—but preserve the life of what, 
since their method is to embalm. “A Thinking 
Security” presents this dilemma by an ironic 
and incongruous combination of materials, 
the softest of bird feathers, down, wrapped in 
rusted wire whose cut and twisted ends re- 
semble barbed wire. 

The form of this feather and wire bundle is 
a rectangular block, topped with a pile of 
pebble-like metal. Such a form, the obelisk, is 
familiar to us all as the Washington Monument. 
Hanson uses a squatter version than the 
Washington Monument for “A Thinking 
Security,”’ and as the motif for many three- 


dimensional pieces. Like “Figure Preserved,” 
it is an American version of another once- 
utilitarian (utilitarian need not exclude the 
spiritual as it does in American culture), but 
now museum-monument piece, the Egyptian 


pyramid. The squat obelisk also resembles 


our single family suburban dwellings. 

In Hanson’s paintings and prints, human 
forms—whether faces or half-torso figures 
appropriate to a game board—appear isolated 
within squares, in rooms as it were. The 
meaningful installation of Hanson’s sculp- 


making proposition for off campus theatrical 
groups,”’ said Doe. But most production com- 
panies just earn enough to cover expenses, he 
added. 

Administrators in the Humanities Division 
had failed to effectively communicate infor- 
mation to Theatre Arts personnel affiliated 
with the Barn Theatre. Tom Corbett was 
never Officially notified about the Reg Fee 
decision. 

Hitchcock and Doe were afraid that the 


Spring Galleries 


McHenry Library: 

Plug into the Sun Day: In Celebration of 
Solar Energy. Through June 12. 

College V Bridge: 

J. Fried, ceramics. Through June 10. 
College V Hall Gallery: 

Paul Curtin, paintings. Through June 17. 


College V. Fireside Lounge: 

Laurie Swerdloff, mixed media. Through 
June ro. 

Cowell College Smith Gallery: 

Annual Cowell Ceramics and Art Show. 
Through June 15. 

Stevenson Coffeehouse: 

Yale Scheriley and Greta Gunderson. Through 
June 13. 

Stevenson Library: 


Children’s Art Show. Through June 12. 
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Hardy Hanson exhibits multimedia work 


tural objects is paralleled, then, by the recur- 
ring structure of these two-dimensional works: 
the grid, exemplified by the painting “‘On the 
Slide.’’ Looking at the literally hundreds of 


faces, each isolated in its one inch cube, and 
focusing on them one at a time, distinct 
personalities emerge despite the simple un- 
wavering motif: two dots for eyes, two for 
nostrils, and a horizontal line for a mouth. 
The variation is, instead, one of color and 
quality of marking—the result of the artist’s 
hand, which calls attention to the fact that 
these meticulous works are not as machine- 
manufactured as they may first appear. The 


vulnerability of these faces is poweful, yet 
after focusing on a few dozen, the symbology 
of the motif falls away and ‘the painting 
becomes simply a collection of dots and 
dashes, the presence of the marks themselves 
stepping to the front. But in other words, a 
peculiar alienation toward subject sets in by 
virtue of the sheer numbers. With effort, the 
faces return, human and personal. The entire 
painting has a display case quality in that it is 
glassed, first of all, an uncommon format for 
paintings; the glass being raised from the 
surface creates a shallow display area. The 
faces are further encased by a border of nail 
heads reiterating the frame. 

The earliest works in this show, lithographs 
dating from the Sixties, often present single 
distinct personalities, as in the hawk-beaked 
or Ku Klux Klan-hooded “Minister of Public 
Welfare.”’ Similar to the later work, these are 
highly organized, the surfaces blocked off in 
areas of dense parallel lines, yet irregular 
lines due to the human touch. The color 
choice and line quality set up a diffused, 
quivering surface, while the personages center 
and focus the composition. Singular and 
centered focus is apparent in the later sculp- 


tural objects, the dispersed aspects of the litho 
compositions in many of the later two-dimen- 
sional works. One lithograph of the Sixties, 
‘According to the Master’s Plan.” presents a 

cont. on p. 28 


at Barn Theatre: will it survive? 


Barn would be permanently closed due to 
lack of funding. 

“But the Humanities Division never intended 
to shut it down,” said administrative analyst 
Cher Roberts. ‘‘The Division would pay the 
needed $4000 but we first wanted to make a 
statement that we didn’t agree with the Reg 
Fee decision,”’ she added. 

During the coming year, varios possibilities 
for maintaining the barn Theater will be 

cont. on p. 29 


Crown Library: 

Dennis Duerden’s Class Show, drawings and 
paintings, Through June 12. ; 
College VIII: 

John Hulburd, drawings. Through June 10. 
MaryAnn Ritter, June 11-17. 

Kresge Library: 

“Toward Feminist Aesthetic’ Photo Show. 
Through June 15. 

Oakes Coffeehouse: 

Melissa Rockliff. ‘Through June 15. 

Oakes Second Floor Lounge: 

Annette DeLazerda. Through June 15. 
Charles E. Merrill Room: 

Paintings and drawings of Barbara Steinberg. 
Through June 10. 

Cowell College Coffeehouse: 

Winners of UCSC's Open House Photography 
Contest. Through June 11. 
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by Tom O'Leary 
Judie Ajeska of Santa Cruz and Patricia H. 
Gallagher, a UCSC College Five student, are 
the first-place winners in the UC Santa Cruz 
photography contest held this month in con- 
junction with Open House. 


for her closeup color print of a plant in the 

_UCSC Arboretum; Gallagher for her dramatic 
black and white photograph of a woman 
covering her face with her hands. 


For color, Crown College senior Mark 
Zemelman took a $25 second prize for his 
candid picture of students working on a solar 
energy project. Dale Porter of the UCSC 
Personnel Office won the $10 third place for 
his study of a campus bridge and trees. 

In the black and white division, Kresge 
College student Mark Van Gelder took second 
place for a composition of arms and legs and 
College Five student Joy Morgenstern won 
third prize for the portrait of a young woman. 

All 40 entries in the context, with the 
winners marked by ribbons, are being shown 
in the Cowell College Coffee House through 
June 11. Daytime hours are 9 to 5 daily, 
except Saturday and Sunday. Evening hours 
are 7 to midnight, Monday through Wednesday 
and 9 to 11 on Thursday. 


Choreographics,” featuring 10 dancers in 


‘Menczkowski, will be presented in two sepa- 


‘pm and Sunday, June 11, at 1:15 pm in the 
UC Santa Cruz Performing Arts Concert 
Hall. 

Featured in the program will be dances 
Menczkowski has choreographed to music by 


ON JUNE 16th AT 5 pm THE QUARTER ENDS, AND SO DOES YOU REG-FEE FUNDED HEALTH CARE 


Each will receive a $50 first prize— Ajeska 


works by College Five senior Olava ® 


rate performances on Saturday. June 10, at8 3 


local Santa Cruz composers Wiliam Moulton 
and Victor Spiegel. 

‘I would like my audience to be free of 
expectations,” says Menczkowski. “T hope 
that people of all ages will attend and be 
surprised.” 


HANSON from p. 27 


rectangular face with unfolding, expanding 
rectangular auras, you might call them. In 
1978, we get the untitled sculpture of wire 
mesh boxes—within boxes, within boxes. 
The entire place is covered with copper wire 
ties. Useless, while sporting utilitarianism, 
they hold nothing together. The final outer 
box is segmented, unfolding, the center invis- 
ible due to the sheer density of wire. 

The process of art-making itself is one of 
giving form to the formless, a process of 
stopping the continual unfolding that we may 
see and know it. And though we may have 
only a record of the artist’s activity, one of the 
cliched tests of art is still, of course, does it 
live? The presence of Hardy Hanson’s work 
is not unlike the company of a person on the 
bus seat next to you, if you make the effort. 


Speaking of student talent, “Solo and Group _ 
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PHOTO CONTEST WINNERS Joan plays Berkeley 


by Elizabeth Anthony 

On Sunday, waiting in the scorching sun, 
our thoughts turned to the Joan Baez of yester 
year. Politically active in the 60’s and early 
70's, Joan once was accompanied only by her 
own guitar - in later years she added the 
backup generally expected from all musicians. 
Her personal life changed dramatically in this 
period; the jail term of her husband David, the 
birth of her son, and her subsequent divorce 
and new life. 


The concert was long, yet passed too quickly 
for most of us. She included some new songs 
that she wrote and arranged. Among them 
were “I Remember the Holocaust”, written 
and inspired by a trip to Germany, and a 
“Farewell to Lovers and the Young Dionesis” 
written quickly she said as a goodby to transient 
affairs. The audience had many requests for 
the balance of her program. She included 


RUNNING FENCE 


‘‘Running Fence,’ an Albert Maysles, 
David Maysles, and Charlotte Zwerin film, 
opens next Thursday for a three-day run at 
the Nickelodeon. The documentary shows 
the planning and construction of the artist 
Christo’s 22 mile long, 18 foot high cloth 
fence. 5 

In the process of developing this unconven- 
tional conceptual art project in 1977, Christo 
and his work became hotly contested issues in 
Marin and Sonoma Counties, where the 
fence was hung. In a classic conflict between 
misunderstood artist and “the establish 
ment,” Christo faces opposition from resi- 
dents who fear crowds of onlookers and from 
the Coastal Commission, which becomes 
involved when he extends the fence into the 
water. 


What if you fall off a mountain this summer? 


Or have a bad bike wreck? 


THROUGH COWELL STUDENT HEALTH CENTER 


If you are not already covered by your parents, or some other health insurance policy, we urge you to consider the following two 


Or get sick and have to seek professional medical care? 


summer health care plans available through your Student Health Service. 


First, for only $30 you can continue to use the Health Center during the summer more or less as you use it during the rest of the year. (If 
you enroll in Summer Session these services will be covered by incidental fees, but only for the duration of the program in which you 


infirmary care are not available during the summer at the Health Center.) But note that this $30 coverage does not entitle you to 
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surgery, hospitalization, referral to specialists, or to emergency room services. 


Second, for only $45 you can purchase a $50 deductible Blue Cross major medical plan that provides summer-long coverage anywhere 
in the world. This plan has the added advantage that emergency room coverage (for a true emergency) is provided from the first dollar, 


not on a $50 deductible basis. 


You owe it to yourself to make sure that your good health is insured during the coming summer. REMEMBER, 
YOUR REG FEE FUNDED HEALTH CARE CEASES AT 5 PM ON JUNE 16th. So stop by the Health Center soon 
and sign up for summer coverage. The deadline to purchase both of these summer health insurance plans is July 7, 


1978. 


are enrolled.) Services include nurses and doctor visits, laboratory tests and reduced rate pharmacy. (X-ray, physical therapy and 


“Amazing Grace”, as she no doubt always 
does, and “Diamonds and Rust”: nostalgia 
abounded. One wonders whether the nostalgia 
was ours or hers or if we were all remember- 
ing those years individually and collectively 
through the reference point of her_music. 

She’s a fine songwriter; much better than 
Dylan, who she parodied at several points. 
She seems rather overly concerned with being 
37, terming her rendition of “Forever Young” 
a personal prayer. Her voice has the lilt and 
timbre it has always had. I wondered where 
her political feelings were - only part of the 
nostalgia Joanie? However, in passing, she 
did mention the Diablo Anti-Nuke Demon- 
stration taking place August 6. Trekking out, 
a mass of sunburned bodies, we all had 
another Joan Baez experience to add to our 
collections and agreed with her: “Gracias a 
la vida que me ha dado tanto.”’ Thanks to the 
life that has given me so much. 


The Maysles and Zwerin skillfully show 
the increasing tension as Christo and his 
dedicated army of assistants struggle to com- 
plete the project before a court-ordered dead- 
line. The real star of the movie, though, is the 
fence. The rippling fabric against the hills of 
Marin at sunset presents an awesome sight— 
one which even a flock of bewildered sheep 
find intriguing. Though the film is short (58 
minutes), it is a wholly satisfying visual 
experience. 
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Health Care at Cowell Health Center: $30 
Health Insurance any place in the world: $45 
stop by the Health Center for more information 
Don’t be caught this summer without health insurance!! 
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by Paul Kane 

Three years ago in Santa Monica, Sandy 
Denny introduced one of her songs with a 
little bitterness. - 

“Here is the one song of mine you may ‘ave 
heard”. She then sang a magnificant version 
of WHO KNOWS WHERE THE TIME 
GOES. In that special stillness before the 

~applause broke out, a voice shouted out 
“Take that, Judy Collins!!’’ Sandy had the 
grace not to smile too broadly. But then, she 
always had class to spare. 

Sandy Denny died a few weeks ago of an 
accidental fall in her home. She was 31 years 
old. Other than a brief notice in TIME and a 
belated tribute by Grie Marcus in 
ROLLING STONE, the media has over- 
looked her death, much as they overlooked 
her career. Consistently rated the top female 
vocalist in England, her latest album was 
never even released in the United States. She 
was preparing,for one of her infrequent tours 
here when she died. 

An art student turned folksinger, Sandy 


BARN from p. 27 


explored, Roberts said. 

Raising rent fees for students could make 
the theatre self supporting. said Wilson. But 
the students would have to charge admission 
to help cover costs. 

‘Studies have shown that the more you 
charge boosts audience attendance,” said 
Corbett. ‘‘But the University is a place to 
learn and stretch your wings,’’ he added. 
When students get out in the real world with 
fiscal concerns, they can’t do that, he continued. 

Another option is to strip Theatre Arts 
equipment from the Barn for use in Performing 


427-1770 


WORTH UP TO 15% DISCOUNT 


1308 Pacific Ave. 
(next to Jackson's) 
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recorded one album with the Strawbs before 
she replaced Judy Dyble in the Fairport 
Convention. Her tenure with that group 
marked their peak, and when she sang compo- 
sitions by Bob Dylan, Richard Thompson 
and her own material, she recalled a tradition 


‘that went back to the time when the British 


Empire was more than a memory. 

Her voice had a velvet assurance that 
invested any lyric she sang with an under- 
stated intensity, You listened to her, not at 
her. Always the romantic, Sandy’s own songs 
were usually concerned with love and the 
confusion that grew in its absence. The lady 
was tough though, and when she rocked out, 
she rocked with the best. 

American popular music is part of a culture 
that encompasses everything from Chain 
Gang rhythm to Drive-In Blues. Sandy 
Denny and the songs she played looked 
instead to British traditional music, with 
glimpses of Robin Hood brandishing a 
Fender Stratocaster instead of a bow. This 


Arts. The Barn would be closed or reconverted 
into office facilities for a department such as 
Admissions, said Corbett. 

But the Barn provides a small, comfortable 
space for students to work in without faculty 
supervision, said Corbett. “‘There is no real 
performance space on campus that can sub- 
stitute for the Barn,” said Theater technician 
Dave Erickson. 

The Barn also has many technical disad- 
vantages. ‘‘It’s at a bad location, the seats are 
cramped and the acoustics aren't real hot,” 
said Erickson. No one has taken financial 
responsibility for theater repairs, said Doe. 

“It needs insulation since rain leaks in 


PENNY SALE 
IN PROGRESS 


Singer Sandy Denny dies at 31 


thing timeless, and quite unique. 

It is ironic that her biggest successes in the 
United States were almost accidental. Judy 
Collins’ version oo WHO KNOWS WHERE 
THE TIME GOES and her powerful ac- 
companiment to Robert Plant in Led Zeppelin’s 
BATTLE FOR EVERMORE reached many 
more people than did her four. excellent solo 


albums and her classic work with Fairport. 
Back in England, though, she had the atten- 


tion she deserved, and through her marriage 
with former producer Trevor Lucas, some of 
the happiness that always seemed so ellusive 
in her lyrics. 


Next week KZSC will present an hour and 
a half tribute to Sandy Denny, featuring her 
finest recordings. Ranging from an early folkie 
version of Tom Paxton’s LAST THING ON 
MY MIND, recorded before she joined the 
Strawbs, to her later work with Fairport and 
her solo efforts. her music will finally get 
some of the attention that nas escaped it in the 


tradition transfermed her music into some- 
ner rn er ——————— 


past. 


through the roof.’ said Doe. “Who should 
pay for it?” he asked. 

Campus Maintenance should provide such 
repairs, said Corbett. ** But the squeaky wheel 
gets the grease,” he said, implying that since 
the barn is not in the public view, it tends to be 
neglected by maintenance crews. 

The university receives state funds for 
maintaining buildings used for instructional 
purposes, said Wilson. However, if the barn 
is shown to have a high academic usage, 
fewer Reg Fee funds can be used for support. 
“It's a real nemesis,” said Corbett. “They 
may even try to schedule classes in the Barn, 
limiting its availability for student productions,” 
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BE SURE TO ASK FOR 


STUDENT & ARTIST DISCOUNT CARD 


Palace Ar 


2647 41st Ave. 
(across from K-Mart) 
476-3799 . 


ao RD ee 
= oe 


eee 


~ = 4 et 


ele A A LO TI 
Te eae a: cae ae 


Furniture 
Incense 


bye’ : 
a mY 
Oot. YE ‘ 
Te. Somes 
a 
a ¥ 
eee ee > Tr 2.7 . 


Rs eZ 


PACIFIC GARDEN 
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1110 Pacific 


NOT ONLY ARE WE KNOWN FOR THE 
LARGEST SELECTION OF IMPORTED GOODS, 
BUT ALSO FOR OUR PERSONAL SERVICE. 
COME IN AND BROWSE AT YOUR LEISURE. 


Jewelry Bamboo Shades and Much More 
®@ OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK 10 68 
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It is a pity that it takes a sudden silence — 
before one can fully appreciate a singing 
voice. Sandy Denny and her music are quite 
irreplaceable. She was an artist too good for 
her time. Now that time is forever. 


UTAH PHILLIPS 
TO DO BENEFIT 


A benefit celebrating the first successful 
major court struggle for Scott Creek defendants}, 
is slated for Friday, June 9 at 8 pm. U. Utah 
Phillips will be appearing with a number of 
local entertainers at the Laurel Community 
Center in Santa Cruz. 

Tickets are $2.50. Phillips, performing two 
months ago in support of the effort to save the 
Boulder Creek Theatre for that community. 
learned about the Scott Creek evictions and 
harassment. Popular folk singer, organizer, 
and long-time member of the I.W. W. (Industrial 
Workers of the World), Phillips was moved 
to immediately offer his support as an enter- 
tainer. He expressed hopes that defendants, 
and eventually others affected by housing and 
other inequities in the county, might have 
more and fairer access to the court process. 

For more information call (408) 426-0554, 
or send donations to: SCOTT CREEK 
DEFENSE FUND, 124 Locust Street, Santa 
Cruz, CA 95060. 


he added. 


This summer the Barn is rented to an 
improvisational Theatre Group, the Bear 
Republic. But the closing act in the Barn 
Theater drama is still unwritten. 
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The most unique 
import shop in the area. 
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Garden Mall © 427-2030 


Rugs Clothing Housewares 


MEXICAN Foor 


OPEN 
Ted .~ FRi. 1:90-2:00 , G'00-F.00 
SAT. 5:00-9:00 , SUN. 11:90 -8:00 
CLOSED MONDAYS 
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ZEALOTS from p. 4 


couldn’t help imagining them as a pair of naughty children who 
had been caught in a closet showing each other their private 
parts. I knocked again. i 

“Mr. Fry.” ca 

“Yes” came his timed reply, followed by: 

“Shut up, you Mr. Whatever-your-name-is, we are not going 
to talk to you. We are not dressed'and we have a very important 
appointment with our church group. Now will you please go 
away.” “Yes.” 

I couldn’t leave. It was too weird. I was getting obsessed with 
the idea of seeing these two people on the other side of the door. 

I couldn't imagine what they looked like. Was she dressed out in , 
dominant leather and he tied to a chair in the living room? My 
perversities were coming out. I continued. 

“Mrs. Fry, may I please speak to your husband. This matter 
only concerns him.” “No I didn’t.” 

“Mr. Whoever-you-are, the Lord says that in marriage the 
man and wife must both agree and we cannot sign anything 
without reading it and we have no time for it.” 

‘“‘Mr. Fry, are you there?” 

“Yes.” 

‘Mr. Fry, did you in fact contribute to the Coalition of United —_ out. 
Taxpayers?” 

More yelling and now screaming behind the door. Mr. Fry 
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Delta Law requires you to read this 
message before you leave town. 


O.K., this is goodbye! Go out and get drunk! 


Live it up! Have fun! The summer is yours! 


But some time this summer, like around August 4th, 
you’d better be ready to see the funniest college 


movie ever created. Don’t blow it! 


* 


This summer the movie to see will be 


NATIONAL 
LAMPOON: 


ANIMAL HOUSE 


A comedy from Universal Pictures 
THE MATTY SIMMONS - IVAN REITMAN PRODUCTION 


“NATIONAL LAMPOON'S ANIMAL HOUSE” storing JOHN BELUSHI - TIM MATHESON 
JOHN VERNON - VERNA BLOOM - THOMAS HULCE and 
DONALD SUTHERLAND as JENNINGS « Produced by MATTY SIMMONS and 
IVAN REITMAN - Music by ELMER BERNSTEIN » Written by HAROLD RAMI, 
DOUGLAS KENNEY G CHRIS MILLER - Directed by JOHN LANDIS 


AURA ACURE KCOMCOLON TES BRE TER Ss 
[ager 1 equres accompanying Parent or Adult Guar uae | 
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You'll be talking about it all winter! 
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was obviously losing out to this crazy woman. 
“Mr. Whoever...” 
“Mr. DuGuid.” 
‘Please go away.” 
“Hello, Mr. Fry, how about if I just slip this affadavit under _ through the Teacup Bar for anightcap. The 11 o’clock news was 
the door and you can sign it and slip it back?” 
“Oh no! Don’t do that!” 
I could hear them moving back from the door as if I were _ watched the press conference we had held earlier. 
slipping them Satan’s penis. 
““Mr. Fry, are you there, Mr. Fry?” 


“Mr. Fry, just one question and then I’ll leave.” 
‘**He won’t answer you.” : 

“Oh shut up,” said Mr. Fry. 

Yea for Mr. Fry. 

‘Sir, did you contribute to the recall in Santa Cruz?” 
‘“‘He won’t answer you.” 


“‘There, now go away and leave us alone.” 
It was hard but I left. I couldn’t or didn’t want to believe that naive. 

people like that existed. No wonder Mrs. Blodgett used their 

names; if they ever ended up in court assuming they could be PRESS from p. 11 : ; 

pried from their shell the whole case would probably be thrown hinder the development of the struggle for liberation from those 


I came back to Diana laughing in the car. After dropping her The alternative is for the editorial board of City on a Hill and 
off. I headed back over highway 17. AsI cleared the mountain "tS readership to demand “‘socially responsible” journalism— 


and headed through Scotts Valley, I realized that this was only 
the tip of an iceberg. This was turning into Watergate West and 
guess whose role I fantasized myself playing? That night after 
polishing off $30 worth of champagne I found myself staggering 


just coming on and Phil Baldwin was sitting at the other end of 
the bar. We greeted each other like old war buddies and then 


The last thing I remember was staggering down Pacific 
Avenue with a new-found “good buddy” singing an Irish ballad 
that I don’t know and watching a plate glass window cave in. 
Politics is disgusting, filthy, and fun if you’re crazy. 

The next couple of days, as my head began to shrink, I found 
myself becoming more paranoid and dreaming of conspiracies. 
I wasn’t wrong, and as the weeks went by I found that this 
Coalition of United Taxpayers was involved in money washing 
and cover-ups. We were enthusiastic about the information we 
had dug up. We figured that when the people realized who the 
backers of the recall were, they would reject them. We were 


social limits. 


the kind of journalism which focuses on social issues (and all 
sides of those issues) and presents those issues in the context of 
an on-going social struggle for liberation. 

I invite anyone that disagrees to an open and public debate on 
this matter in mid-October. For details, contact the editor of 


CHP. 


Hotels and Casinos 
Reno and Lake Tahoe 


JOIN THE 
FINEST WORK FORCE 
IN NEVADA 


Harrah’s Reno & Lake Tahoe are looking for people who: 


Want unlimited opportunity, competitive salary and ex- 
cellent benefits. 


Have a pleasant and out-going personality, and enjoy 
meeting the public. 


Want to work in an atmosphere of fun and excitement. 


Harrahs 


For details concerning both full and part-time job openings, 
contact Harrah's Personnel Office: 


Reno - 136 N. Center St., Box 10, Reno, NV 89504 
(702) 786-3232 


Tahoe - Harrah’s Lake Tahoe Hotel, Box 8 
Stateline, NV 89449 
(702) 588-6611 


AN EQUAL OPPORTUNITY EMPLOYER MIF 
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J flocnine 
te er 
COOL YOUR BUG 
FOR THE SUMMER 


RAPID-COOL OIL COOLER $29.95 


.009 BOSCH DISTRIBUTOR $26.00 


(quantities limited) 


WRIGHT WAY MACHINE 
1823 Soquel Ave 425-0888 
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Ice Cream in Town 
Nothing Artificial Added 


Frozen yogurt, pastries, 
coffee, espresso 
Open 7 days noon-midnight 
Soquel Avenue at Pacific 


Enjoy the’ unique 
Q CO flavor of Japan 
Summer Hours 


Lunch Tues-Fri 12-2:30 
Dinner Daily 5:30-10:00 
Overnight - 4¥%c 


“~~ SU KEROKU ‘ Add 1c per copy for bound material 
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the ring sale 
$5995 


save up to $17.00 
last two days! 


Any sve CASH JOBS WELCOME 


DISSERTATION & THESIS 
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non profit and self-supporting. 
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REPRESENTATIVE 


has a-large collection of rings. 
Representative will be on campus today, June 8. 


t The Bay Tree 
Bookstore 


serving the u.csc. 
cam Community 
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by David Arensor 


Credit cards 
and witches 


I read in the paper the other day that a Baptist congrega- 
tion in Zionsville, Indiana is preparing for a war against 
witches conspiring to conquer the world. The witches planto 
disrupt our food and transportation systems. They already 
control Jerry’s Restaurants and they can have Amtrak. 

I also read that mildew is destroying DaVinci’s ‘‘Last 
Supper.” 

Our department of defense is expanding its chemical 
warfare arsenal so as to be able to compete with the 
Russians. This means that when Connally’s elected and 
Brezhnev goes senile, we'll be able tc defoliate equal 
portions of the world. 

An elephant almost stepped on Amy Carter. 

Johnny Cash and Chuck Colson will highlight the Memphis 
Billy Graham crusade. : 
Mr. Walter Cavanaugh of Santa Clara has 897 credit 

cards. 

More than one half of all brides-to-be want the most 
traditional kind of wedding gown. 

But I refuse to become cynical. Mr. Walter Cavanaugh 
can have 897 credit cards if he wants to and if he wants to 
wear the most traditional kind of wedding gown, prepare for 
the imminent witch invasion, and attend the Memphis Billy 
Graham crusade, I have no objections. 

This is a free country. Free from what, I don’t know. 

The world is just plain weird sometimes. Just when you’ve 
come to grips with life—things like Jimmy Carter’s family, 
cloning, your love life, and the San Andreas Fault— 
along comes a guy with 897 credit cards. And people 
running around Indiana worried that witches are going to 

disrupt our transportation system. And chemical warfare, 
which is the hardest thing of all to accept. And then of course 
there’s the traditional stuff: the return of Christ, mass 
adoration of pudgy leaders in various communist countries, 
and the comic strip ‘““Nancy.”” 

There are various approaches that you and I (the last two 
sane people left on earth) can take toward these events. One 
is to not read the paper, which is ultimately not effective 
because these things happen anyway and it’s wise to be 
prepared if you ever end up sitting in a broken-down 
Greyhound bus in Zionsville, Indiana. 

We could opt for blaming it on the planetary lineup or tea 
leaves or something, which would make up part of the 
aforementioned occurrences that we are seeking to deal 
with. This would then confuse us and we would attend Billy 
Graham crusades for answers and read “Nancy” for relaxa- 
tion. Our friends would then seek to understand why we did 
what we did. After deducing that the moon is in Saturn, they 
would then solve the problem by becoming part of it. That’s 
why so many people are being Born Again. 

We could take LSD four times a week for two years, laugh 
about it a lot, and then begin to wonder all-too-seriously 
about it all. While some of us could escape the brain-sizzling 
pitfalls, others could begin to discover the true depth of 
meaning behind “Nancy.” This could then lead to putting 
“Love Animals—Don’t Eat Them” bumper stickers on all 
available clean surfaces. This leads to creating the problem 

_by solving the solution, which is a big problem in itself. 

We could make a lot of money and buy material things, 
such as Winnebagos, trash compactors, security smoke 
alarms, and ceramic frogs of various shapes, sizes, and 
colors. But explaining to our incredulous children why we 
collect ceramic frogs would only serve to remind us of the 
problem and force us to seek another solution—such as 
telling the kids that if they break any of the frogs they'll have 
to stand in the corner for an hour. This would force us to 
attend Billy Graham crusades to repent for our guilt, and 
upon returning home we would remove all Incredible Hulk 
comic books from the family room and force the kids to read 
“Nancy.” They would then grow up and use drugs, which 
we would blame on communism. We would then advocate 
the use of chemical warfare. which would solve all problems 
in a highly unsuitable manner. 

If the solutions so far seem to be in some way lacking. it 
might be worth listening to the old sage who, during a station 
break, once said: The solution is not to have all the answers, 
but rather to understand the questions. w 

To be or not to be is a moot point. And remember, we are 
not alone. 
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Dr. B.N. Sprout 

Q. I have noticed that most natural food stores sell 
“cold-pressed” vegetable oils. What is meant by “cold- 
pressed”? Is there a nutritional advantage to using cold 
pressed oils over other refined oils? 

A. Unfortunately. as is the case with most processed foods, 
insufficient research has been done to examine the effects of 
refining on the nutritional qualities of vegetable oils. Food 
technologists admit that “processing may...have effects on the 
nutritional quality of oil, but no serious studies have been 


devoted to this phase of the problem.” (Nutritional Evaluation 
of Food Processing. Wiley, 1960.) A look at the refining 
processes involved may give you an idea of the potential 
hazards associated with eating refined oils. The difficulty of 
comparing “cold-pressed™ oils to other refined oils goes much 
deeper due to deceptive labeling. Apparently there are no 
regulations governing the use of the term “‘cold-pressed”’, so 
that most oils labeled as such have been heated or even 
chemically extracted. 


Oils undergo extensive refining processes in order to meet 
certain objectives of the refiner: the oil is attractive (light and 
clear), and it has a prolonged shelf life. Oils from plant materials 
are obtained by two general methods: pressing and solvent 
extraction. In the pressing method the seeds. are cleaned, 
crushed, and then partially cooked to soften the cell walls for 
more efficient extraction. The cooked seeds are subjected to 
very high pressure in continuous screw presses or expellers. As 
aresult of the friction in the expeller, very high te ratures are 
reached and considerable heat damage occurs into the oil 
and residual cake. Excessive heat damage can be avoided by 
mildly pressing the seeds and extracting the remaining oil with a 
solvent. This is the type of product which may be labeled “cold- 
pressed”, but the label is not an assurance of the processing it 
has undergone. 


Solvent extraction is probably the most popular method of 
refining because it allows more oil to be extracted from the 
seeds. In this process the crushed and cooked seeds are exposed 
to either a light petroleum fraction solvent (hexane), ethylether, 
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Poultry disease cured by BHT 


carbon tetrachloride, or methylene chloride, This is boiled off, 
but it is impossible to remove all traces of the solvent. Some of 


these types of solvents have been found to produce cancer in 
man and experimental animals especially when subjected to 
high temperatures (British Medical Bulletin, 1947, vol. 4). 

At this stage the oil is treated with a solution of lye (sodium 
hydoroxide) at 140-160 degrees in order to remove some of the 
free fatty acids. It is then bleached to remove colored impurities 
by special absorbents such a fuller’s earth or clay. The oil at this 
point has an unpleasant odor and flavor. Hence, it is put through 
a deodorizing process where the volatile substances are 
removed by vacuum-steam distillation at high temperatures for 
12 hours. The refined oil is cooled and filtered and finally an 
antioxidant, usually BHA, is added. 

Refining leaves the oil almost completely devitalized. Trace 
components found in the natural state have been removed, for 
example lecithin, which aids in fat digestion. There are techniques 
to produce good oil which isn’t exposed to such harsh refining. 
Unfortunately, these techniques aren’t as economical, and most 
of the industry is not concerned with the nutritional qualities of 
the oil. 

. Fm upset about the number of chemicals I read on 
food labels. I’m especially annoyed because the food 
companies fail to educate the public as to what these 
chemicals do and why they’re used. So I’m turning to you 
for help! Specifically I'd like to know about BHT and 
BHA: Why are they used and are they harmful? 


BHA and BHT (Butylated hydroxyanisole and Butylated 
hydroxytolulene) are widely used in the United States as 
preservatives in a variety of foods including fats and oils, dried 
foods, canned goods and packaged items. The concentration of 
BHT or BHA generally used in these foods ranges anywhere 
from 50 to 200 ppm of the total food weight. BHA and BHT 
preserve these products by preventing the fats and oils in them 
from going rancid and by slowing down the discoloration of 
foods high in carbohydrates. Chemically they are classified as 
antioxidants. Antioxidants act as effective preservatives by 
allowing themselves to be oxidized before the foods they reside in. 
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.relationship between the amount of BHT and its effect: The 
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Are BHA and BHT harmful? Unfortunately this part of your 
question is not so easily answered. The research I surveyed 
shows BHT to be innocuous when fed to rats in small amounts. 
However, in higher concentrations (2,000 to 20,000 ppm) BHT 
was found to have diverse biological effects, both beneficial and 
harmful. In 1972 scientists conducted a study at Loyola 
University where they found that large quantities of BHT and 
BHA produced changes in the brain chemistry of pregnant mice 
which resulted in abnormal behavior patterns (New York 
Times,, April 15, 1972 p. 14 Boyce Rensberge ‘““Two Food 
Additive Linked to Mice Defects”). Recently, in 1977, toxi- 
cologists found that high dosages of BHT resulted in enlarged 
livers in rats and dogs (Eater’s Digest by Michael Jacobson). 


Other studies point to the possible positive effects of BHT 
intake In 1977, a study was published in Science magazine 
which reported that chickens exposed to Newcastle disease, a 
virus causing a devastating disease in poultry, were protected 
from getting the disease when fed concentrations of BHT 
comparable to the amount normally existing in our diet 
(Science Magazine 1971, 1291-25, 23, 77). Similar studies re- 
ported that BHT inactivated various bacterial viruses in vitro 
-in a testube (Chemistry Magazine 50: 25-5 N 77). There was a 


greater the amount of BHT the more effective it was in in- 
activating the virus (Chemistry Magazine 50: 25-5 N 77). 
Hence at this point in time we have studies which both support 
and warn against the use of BHT in our food. 


Before we are safe in drawing any final conclusions more 
research needs to be done. In his book Eater’s Digest, Michael 
Jacobson points out that until the effects of BHT and BHA are 
fully known, there are alternatives. The consumer has a choice 
in that there are many comparable products on the market 
which do not use BHT and BHA, and manage to survive as well 
as there competitors on the supermarket shelf. The food 
producers also have a choice. Like BHT and BHA, vitamin E 
can also act as an antioxidant; however unlike them, it is an 
essential nutrient which our bodies are well adapted to using. 
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UNDER 


by Eric Eigenfeld 

With one week remaining in the quarter, a “home stretch” 
psychology has enveloped the campus. Storage room doors 
encrusted with moth cocoons are pried open, mildewed packing 
boxes from numerous stereos are retrieved, and the smoke 
from overworked Smith-Coronas wafts from every dorm 
window. Friday classes are deserted: most students have long 
since written off the higher good that is learning for the more 
immediately perceptible good of an afternoon at the beach or a 
weekehd in the mountains. 

At the movies, you know its time to leave when **The End™ 
flashes on the screen and the credits begin to roll. At tradition- 
oriented universities where four-year veterans are a majority, a 
full-dress graduation ceremony complete with august and 
learned keynote speakers and ultra-brain valedictorians 
definitely marks ‘the end” to one’s undergraduate years. 


But here at UCSC, the roll of the credits (a diploma in 


‘academic circles) and the viewing of the last frame are not 


always linked. A sizeable number of students return to school 
after graduating, to complete a third major or more often, to 
finish one major on the common “class a quarter” plan. Others 
linger on for less definable reasons—a sense of attachment, fear 
of a long-remote real world. Though it cannot be denied that 
the majority of graduates successfully break their ties with this 
school, the percentage of students who don’t must surely be 
higher here than elsewhere. 


In spite of the atmosphere of political consciousness that 
sometimes seems to define UCSC, there remains a suspicion 
that many students still harbor the goals of the mainstream 
middle and upper classes. One such goal might be the attain- 
ment of sufficient wealth to afford a house in a semi-idyllic 
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mountain or séaside setting close in distance but far in character 
from the city. 


Here lies the paradox which may partially explain the wistful 
reluctance surrounding at least one person's departure from 
what might appear, under the pressure of detached and 
“rational” analysis, as an utterly stultifying existence. With the 
exception of the ownership of real estate, one already has what 
one won't get until many more years have passed. 


We must leave: we are no longer students, or we are a 
different kind of student. We seek opportunities, growth, of 
whatever kind, and the path leads elsewhere. As we leave, 
though, we surrender our claim to a share of the Kingdom on the 
Hill. Now, as students, we look with alarm, sadness, or disgust 
at the steady invasion of RVs, leisure suits, Corvettes from San 
Jose, and worst of all, capital and the destruction that results 
from its unregulated application. But to leave UCSC is to lose 
this actual and symbolic vantage point. We may turn our backs 
completely, thus leaving the preservationist struggle to another 
‘““generation” of students, or we may return, but only, in- 
evitably, as an outsider, as part of the problem, on the receiving 
end of growth management, rent control, and anti-speculation laws. 


Slice of life in the laid-back boom town—A Fable 


It started as a normal, uneventful spring Friday. Eggplant, a 
mild-mannered but highly motivated UCSC student, awoke as 
the clock radio played a sitar and whale duet. After breakfasting 


on a hearty bowl of granola-spinach mash, he donned his wicker 
helmet (the plastic kind seemed way too energy intensive) and 
began bic ycling four miles uphill to his favorite coffeehouse. As 
usual, Eggplant ordered an espresso and a frosted congo bar and 


Take a break and come to Pans Restaurant 


for really good cooking. Santa Cruz's best 
salad bar, three homemade soups daily, sand- 


wiches and cooked to order dinner specials 
Around the corner from the Sash Mill Cinema 
Open until 9:00 (9: 30 Friday & Saturday.) 


laid 


‘the water, addressed the pounding surf: 


SK Y WAY 


scanned the room for a copy of the Chronicle. When he found a 
front section with all pages intact, Eggplant knew something 
was amiss. Usually, all the free papers were folded inside out 
and backwards and had the good articles ripped out. Today, 
though, the coffeehouse was deserted except for the usual 
zombies left over from the night before. Eggplant’s bewilder- ° 
ment at this situation did not last long. The front page of the 

newspaper featured a photo of glum but patient campers lined 

up at the entrance to a large park. Then Eggplant remembered: 

it was The First Big Weekend. Most of Eggplant’s friends had 

already left town. One had thrown two surfboards on the roof of 
his car and fled to Santa Barbara; another had purchased five 

pounds of trail mix and beef jerky before leaving for Yosemite; 

and another had simply gone to San Francisco to get away. 

For the rest of the day, Eggplant experienced a vague sense of 
uneasiness. As he pedaled up the coast to his favorite beach, he 
noticed the long line of cars and campers headed south. Most 
had license plate frames that said “*Fremont™ or had ** Plumbers 
tighten it up” bumper stickers. North-bound traffic was heavy 
too, but many of these cars had UCSC and”Santa Cruz area 
decals. 

Eggplant sat on the beach and thought. Though the fifty mile 
an hour winds made him feel more like Lawrence of Arabia than 
an organic sun-worshipper, the sound of the waves was 
relaxing. Slowly, the absurdity of peak-period travel and the 
sight of people camping out in order to camp out emerged. 
Though almost everyone: he knew was either going or gone, 
Eggplant no longer felt left out. As a wave of confidence swept 
over him, Eggplant realized that he was standing on some of the 
most desirable real estate in the universe. He strode closer to” 


“Why,” he asked, “must I travel? What do I seek, and where doI go? 
Even I, Eggplant, can perceive the truth: I am already there.” 
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some venereal disease. At such a time, there 
were no appointments to be had with a doctor 
(due, I suppose, to a rash of infirmities 
resulting from the pressure of exams and 
papers), but I was assured that I could see 
someone in the dispensary. 

After a long wait, I was called in by a 
woman whom I took to be a nurse or an aide, 
competent in her profession. When I told her 
the nature of my symptoms, she was so 
indifferent to my case that I had to insist that 
she inspect them personally to verify their 
nature. This person posing as a responsible 
factor of the clinic projected a squeamishness 
that I never expected to encounter from 
someonein her profession. 

“You have herpes!” she declared immediately. 
“Oh no,” I responded. “‘Are you sure?”’ I was: 
unwilling to believe. 

“I’m certain of it,’’ she emphasized her 
diagnosis. ‘Put packs of milk or tea on it, take 
aspirin to lower your temperature, and don’t 
worry about it.” 

I was not to be consoled. I wanted to know 
if she was positively sure that I had that 
notorious virus.- Couldn’t it be something 
else? I asked. She suggested that I could make 
an appointment to see the doctor, but I 
realized that it would be impossible, con- 
sidering there was none to be had before 
quarter’s end. 

At home, I treated myself as she had 
directed, but the symptoms remained. Why 
me? I thought. Maybe they were right about 
Original Sin, and this was the punishment! I 
confided to a friend about my affliction, and 
he dismissed my complaints by delivering me 


to the county VD clinic, on Emeline Street, 


where I was interviewed quite matter-of- 
factly and had my blood tested. Result: 


positive. I had syphilis, and the Cowell 


Health Center had let me slip through its 
inadequate and ineffective grasp. 

This is an indictment of the health center as 
much as a means of offering advice to others. 
In this day and age, treatment of venereal 
disease should be accessible and expedient as 
the treatment for a common cold. When the 
personnel of any medical agency is unable to 
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offer such treatment to its patients, it has 
not only failed, but it has posed a threat to the 
well-being of the community. In this instance, 
the Cowell Health Center has demonstrated 
its dangerous indifference and lack of con- 
scientious concer for our care. 

Once my case had been properly diagnosed 
and treated, I began to wonder how many 
students similarly afflicted had passed 
through that inefficient dispensary, and, be- 
cause they were unable to see a doctor, were 
sent on their way without being sufficiently 
tested or treated, the disease then receding 
within them, sleeping insidiously, to return 
with its terrible finale at a later time. The 
woman who ‘treated’ me treated me very 
badly and erroneously. She should never 
have allowed me to leave without demanding 
a blood test from me, or sending me on to 
another clinic that would. 

I recommend that anyone who ever is in a 
similar situation should go to the VD clinic at 
the Santa Cruz County Hospital, where the 
staff will treat you with kindness, concern, 
courtesy, and (most important) a complete 
lack of stigma. The Cowell, Health Center 
should send those patients on to an agency 
that is competent to deal with them, instead of 
pretending to administer to them, while mis- 
informing them and projecting its antique 
attitudes. 

I consider this a very timely message, for in 
the midst of spring, such social diseases must 
be rampant. In this matter, then, avoid the 
Health Center until the time when it can 
answer these charges with responsible action. 


John S. Selby 
Crown College 


NO VOID 
Dear Editor: 

I have just returned to my typewriter after 
taking time off this rather crazy period in my 
life to go hear Huey Newton give an “‘over- 
view” on the war being waged on the Black 
Panther Party. This was what the posters and 
all the other advertisements for this affair had 
told the 500 students that showed up to hear 
of this war that until recently had been fought 
in the larger urban areas of No. Calif. (sic) 
and indeed all over Amerika (sic). Certainly 
the film on the MURDER of Fred Hampton 
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graphically informed us of that struggle. The - 


words of Fred Hampton and indeed the whole 


‘cast of the film bought (sic) back memories, to 


me, or a time when revolution did seem 
around the corner. 

Then Huey, introduced by Art Pearl, took 
the spotlight. I certainly cannot say that I 
followed Huey all the way, but I valiantly 
hung in there. Yes, we are all one, yes there 
really is no void between us. But why after 
three rather mundane questions and three 
equally pedestrian answers did I leave Coll. V- 
feeling like a junkie that had been given a 
placebo, or worst yet been ripped off for my 
last ten dollars? A brother who was sitting in 
front of me asked Huey about the connection 
between the martyred Hampton and Huey’s 
dissertation. Huey’s answer would have 


‘warmed the heart of a Philadelphia lawyer 


but certainly did not answer the brother’s 
question. 

Perhaps we as activists in this Redwood 
Tower deserve to be reminded of the absurdi- 
ties of our radicalism within this milieu. But 
as a Puerto Rican raised in the East Bronx, I 
have not yet lost my total perspective. I found 
the evening a frustrating and empty experi- 
ence. No, Huey, we do not have a void 
between us but the matter that seperate us 
might as well be a void. No, Huey, we are not 


one. We should be, but we definitely are not. 


I also happened to be present at the recep- 
tion that was given for Angela Davis last 
month. I went because I had met Angela in 
S. F. and was looking forward to sitting 
around and discussing issues that, to me, were 
important. Instead, Angela was given writer’s 
cramp from signing autographs and probably 
was still hearing the click of the various and 
sundry Minoltas, Cannons and instamatics as 
she left. 


Perhaps what I’m trying to say is that 
among all the frustrations of attending this 
university, the frustrations of dealing with 
unthinking behavior by minority students has 
caused me the most frustration. We as 
minority students owe it to ourselves to carry 
our own weight in the struggle, not the man’s, 
but certainly our own. To meet a woman as 
strong and articulate as Ms. Davis and to only 
be able to ask her for her John Hancock is an 
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insult toour struggle. What the hell can we do 
with a scrawl on a piece of paper’that on the 


other side asks us to march in protest of the. 
Bakke decision? What did Huey tell us of his 


struggle against the pigs—and if that was not 
the reason for the event, why was it advertised 
as such? The film on Fred Hampton’s 
MURDER seemed totally out of context with 
what followed. Perhaps the lucky one is 
Brother Hampton for he can still serve to 
remind us that someone is ready to die even at 
21 for what he/she believes in. And who’s to 
know, to me, it seems that revolution is an 
occupation for the young. Certainly, to judge 
by Thursday night’s event it seems wasted on 
the “‘mature”’. 
In Struggle 
R. Vargas 
Merrill 


HAZENMANIA 


Dear Editor: 

Is Deck Hazen (Letters May 18) running 
for campus commissar? The depth of intolerance 
displayed in his recent letter is astonishing. 
At first I thought he had read a different 
article about white males than I had; how else 
could an innocuous plea for understanding by 
a guilt-ridden Berkeley man be construed as a 
“defense of racism, sexism and oppression?” 

Hazen’s hazy attack on “white male”’ is 
overblown, but he is entitled to his outrage, no 
matter how misdirected. What is distressing 


is that he condemns the Press for having | 


printed the article in the first place. What 
more salutary service could any newspaper 
offer than to publish an opinion page open to 
all, Deck Hazen included? I am unfamiliar 
with Hazen’s fallacy ‘‘that the readership has 
not already decided.” Apparently, every new 
student at UCSC is to be shackled to the 
ideological positions of his “‘revolutionary”’ 
predecessors who so bravely struggled against 
oppression. Woe betide the person who dare 
entertain an idea that has not been approved 
for publication by Deck Hazen. As for the 
Press’ obligation to promote social responsi- 
bility, that sounds like a perfect prescription 
for a state run newspaper. Perhaps you could 
apply for a publishing license at the office of 
the Minister of Propaganda. 

Michael S. Gant 
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female Roomates Wanted to share 
downtown house. Two rooms avail- 
able Aug. 15, one to sublet through 
Dec. 15. Rent $122.50. First, last. 
deposit. 425-8968. 


WOMENS HEALTH CENTER 
10-4 Mon-Fri/7-9 pm Wed 
Gynecological/Abortion Appts/ 
Health library/Dr. referrals/ 
Pregnancy screening/Counseling/ 
Ovulation method classes/Patient 
rights info and more 

250 Locust St., 427-3500 


CIEE Student Travel Services is 
looking for a UCSC travel advisor 
deginnig in the fall. If you've travelled 
aternationally, can deal with the 
public, are organized, can’ handl: 
dressure, and handle a variety cf 
duties, you're the person we're lookir g 
or. If you want an interesting part- 
ime job where youcan show your 
enthusiasm for travel with others, 
gain some practical work experience 
and earn some travel benefits, we're 
what. you're looking for. To apply. 
please contact Chris Sloan at the 
Travel Center located above the 
Whole Earth Restaurant. 


TRAVEL TRAVEL—We are char- 
ver specialists offering expert travel 
counseling & bookings for World- 
wide Travel. We have hard to find 
Maps & Books. Complete line of 
travel packs, luggage & voltage 
converters. Your one-stop travel 
planning center. Managed by UCSC 
Alumni. We don't take summer off. 
Open 7 days a week. Come see us 
after finals. Trip & Travel Planning 
Co., No.28, the Old Sash Mill. 
* 425-7822. 

KAYAK—Phoenix ‘ Appalachian” 
cruising design. Excellent condi- 
tion. Four flotation bags & paddle. 
$350 new, sell for $200. Call 
Oavid. 335-2439. 


TAYLOR & NG 


The BX has an area exclusive on closeouts 


from Taylor & Ng (that famous store in San 
Francisco.) 


This month we're featuring sturdy, ceramic 
serving bowls, dinner plates, mugs and cereal 
bowls. Along with tin canisters in 4 handy sizes. 


And the best part is the price. They’re all reduced 
up to 40%. 


Another BX exclusive. The store for creative 
browsers. 


FOR SALE— Reclining chair $5: 
lamp $5; single bed $10, dresser $20: 
nylon string guitar and case $40. Call 
476-9189. 
MARTY’S FIX-IT—AIl types of 
home repair including plumbing. elec- 
trical, carpentry, and applicance. 
Prompt service, excellent references. 
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is reasonable rates. I am responsive to 
425-8085 individual needs and guarantee any 

703 Front Street XA 2: as I ier if age ugg 

f xe able, reliable, realistic, prompt. ef- 

Open 10-5:30 eae ficient, courteous, kind, thrifty, brave. 
Monday-Saturday “KegKL EF.Seq. | | clean, and reverent. Phone 427-3910. 


HAULING AND STORAGE— 
Hauling: household goods. Storage: 
household and vehicle. No trash. 
Reasonable rates. Free estimates. 
475-0888. 


WOULD THE ARCHITECTURE 
student (°) who accidently took a 
UCSC lib. Book from Kinko's on 
May 15th please return it there. 


GUYS & GALS Clean out your 
closet and bring your summer clothes 
in on consignment to the Re-Run 
Shop, 1503 Mission, Santa Cruz. 
426-2753. Open Mon-Sat 11 am- 
4:30. 


MOVING?—Give us a Call. We'll 
haul. Swift Hauling Service. Cheap 
rates you can afford. 427-3003. 


ARE YOU A MYSTERY TO 
ira} YOURSELF? Free personality test- 


Hugo’s Armenian 
Restaurant 


AUTHENTIC ARMENIAN CUISINE 


What are you doing 
this summer? 


Mest and Vegetarian 


Lunches Dinners 
Sandwiches 


Break out of your routine! Make new 
friends! Have the time of yourlife! Chit itd Sak ah 
Join us on one of our exciting, low-cost camping tours: Bet aS 
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ODYSSEY 49 day camping tour through central Europe & Greece 


Entertainment 


2332 Mission St 423-5536 


: . ng. Call: 426-3780. 
Pe peice) sienna denis a CEDAR SEREET GAPE , 
OVERLAND Depart London June 20, July 19 and more $1260 
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travel service or send this coupon 


Northern 


Please send me information on the trip | ve checked 


a . 

| while there's still time! ] Italian 
4 sais cossack L] : 

Address 
: City bore : Lunches 

: Sunda 

: State 2p ——_-_ OVERLAND [_] ' until 3 every day except Sunday 

pS . 
] ae il to: a Dinners 
a , Mail to: H i a 
a Mf DVENTUR Oatiand CA st t unti] 8:30 Friday ¢ Saturday 
1 (@YSCENTER, Eg (Sunday Brunch 
H : sa ucsc # sey at Il. barton a 
ena es ne sm et ot tl pBi.-.. " Brees ko erwbo “5 


Terr eT Fe tt ee 


-** - 


CLASSIFIED 


_T also do remodeling, general repairs, 


OLE LE OT OE OE ee ee OH PF 
o 7? 9% 
2%? 


CHEAPEST PETES OH ETERS ST ORO OK 


PPA Pit de ee ok oe es sae es SP eseeoes were 


39 
ADS 


CATSITTER NEEDED—-Two 
good cats, 12 days, 6/19-6/30. Call 
Steve. 426-5035. 


WANTED:Room to sublet. June 15 
thru 8/30 or 9/15. Call Sally or Julie 
425-7118. 
FOR RENT: 1800 square foot metal 
barn for shop, studio, whatever. Con- 
crete floor. Water, 220 available. 
Rural setting near Dominican Hospi- 
ul. No live-ins or mechanics. 
Call 462-1798 5-9 pm. 
OOM WANTED: Serious Student 
eeds rooms in a.2 or 3 room house or 
pt. Permanent—not _ subleting. 
seginning 6/1. Call Jim at 426-8393 


WANTED:— Room to sublet for 
summer. Feminist Male, non- 
smoker, vegetarian. 426-6369 or 
426-0439, Patrikio! 

TWO ROOMS AVAILABLE— 
Needed 6/1, two males to balance out 
4-plex. Call 426-8393 


SUMMER SUBLET/RENTAL 
WANTED— Either 1BR/2BR apt 
or house. Any where in SC area. 
Resp. UCSF employee w/references. 
Barbara 415-826-2723 evenings/ 
wkends. 

COUPLE—to board/room children 
attending private day school, SC 
county, school yr. 78-79. 6 children 
min. home must meet all SC county 
codes. Up to $250 per child, per mo. 
Refs. 426-6948. 

ONE-WAY CHARTERS! LAKER 
SKYTRAIN AGENT! STUDENT 
FLIGHT DISCOUNTS!  ON- 
CAMPUS TRAVEL SERVICE can 
handle all your travel needs. We issue 
Student and Hostel Cards. No has- 
sle, no hustle. Run by students, for 
students. Open 2:30-5, Monday and 
Wednesday, and 10-5, Tuesday and 
Thursday, above the Whole Earth 
Restaurant. 

COLLEGIATE RESEARCH PA- 
PERS— Thousands on file. All aca- 
demic subjects. Send $1 for mail 
order catalogue. Box 25918-Z, Los 
Angeles, CA 90025. (213) 477-8474. 
COLLEGE 8 CARPENTER— 
Quality work & creative design by 
professionally experienced carpenter. 


roofing, painting and plumbing. Call 
Eli, 336-2443. 

HELP WANTED— Couple/persons 
wanted to work/learn on a small 
family farm and fruit stand. 1661 San 
Juan Rd, Hollister, CA 95023. 637- 


6170. 
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SUICIDE PREVENTION 
SERVICE. Dial: 426-2342, 
688-6581. 


TYPING—Papers, theses, disserta- 
tions, etc...accurately, quickly, neat- 
ly done by trustworthy person. Call 
Janaki, 423-8972. 

TYPING— Professional copy at rea- 
sonable rates. Call anytime. Robin, 
425-0500. 

HAMMOCKS FOR SALE—You 
haven't lived if you haven't done it in }- 
a Hammock. Double hammocks | 
from Yucatan. Great graduation pre- 
ents. Contact Bob, at 476-8438. 
NEWBORN INFANT desired for 
adoption by Bay Area professional 
couple. All inquiries confidential. 
Write PO Box 1974, Burlingame. 
CA 94010. 
BUILDING/REMODELING?— 
Graduate student, former Couitractor, 
will supervise & work with you (or 
work independently) on your project 
this summer. Can help with plans. 
permits. etc. Learn skills & save 
Money! $8/hour. Wayne. 426-5608, 
429-2781 ‘~essage). : 
MOPEw rOR SALE $250. Great 
condition. Selling due to getting a 
bigger bike. Call Cherie, 427-2360 


FOUND. Ladies’ Converse tennis 
shoes. size 7'2. Cowell picnic grounds. 
Phone 423-6260 

AFRICAN JAZZ DANCE CLASS 
Summer session June 19-July 24 
Mon. eves. 5:15-6:30 pm. $10 for 
session, $2.50 each class. All levels 
velcome. Laurel Community Center 
ive percussion. 423-7112 

VICKIE HAWK ~— TYPING/ 
=DITING. IBM Correcting Selectric 
688-3890 
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WELCOME to our Winter Program Guide! If we’re new to you, give us 
a listen! We're KZSC at 88.1 FM in Stereo. We broadcast non-commercial 
radio from our studios at the University of California, Santa Cruz. This 
Winter Program Guide will acquaint you with the daily programming 
schedule at KZSC, and inform you about our operation. 

THE KZSC-FM PROGRAM GUIDE is your key to our daily schedule 
— keep it handy for selective listening. We have a basic FREE-FORM 
format, so it’s nice to have a schedule around. Our daily features include: 

KPFA EVENING NEWS SIMULCAST — Weeknights at 6:00 PM 

— heralded as the best news program in California 
ZODIAC NEWS SERVICE — daily, throughout the day 

—non-traditional news, off-beat stories, always entertaining! 
PUBLIC AFFAIRS PROGRAMMING — Weeknights, 

6:45 PM to 8:00 PM 

— produced by the Santa Cruz News Collective 
PACIFICA PROGRAM SERVICE — Saturday Evenings at 6:00 PM 

— from the archives of the Pacific Radio Network 
SPORTS-RAP — Sunday Evenings at 6:00 PM 

-— in-depth sports reporting, information, and interviews 
BULLETIN BOARD — daily at 12:00 noon, 4:00 PM, and 8:00 PM 

— your free ‘classified marketplace’ 

KZSC has been in existence for 6 years; the last 4 as an FM broadcast 
station. In that time, we’ve grown to a collective of over 65 concerned 
individuals, both students and non-students, striving to provide essential 
programming to both the Santa Cruz and UCSC communities. We 
see ourselves as an important link between Santa Cruz and the University, 
and we try to encourage a better relationship by providing information 
and public affairs programming that meets the needs of the people we 
serve. 

KZSC-FM functions primarily on volunteer energy; that of students as 
well as community members. Our staff is open to those who have the 
desire to be a part of a growing concern for alternative radio program- 
ming and community needs. 

KZSC-FM looks forward to authorization from the Federal Com- 
munication Commission to increase our power from the present 10 watts 
to 1250 watts. The power increase will bring KZSC’s signal to the entire 
Monterey Bay and San Lorenzo Valley. 


A LOT OF FOLKS don’t realize that the first 20 channels on FM, 
starting at 88.1 KZSC, are reserved by the FCC for non-commercial 
broadcasting. This means that you'll never hear commercials on any 
station between 88.1 and 91.9 FM. So, keep it to the left! Stay tuned to 
the non-commercial end of the dial at 88.1, KZSC-FM in Santa Cruz. 
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NEWS COLLECTIVE 


The News Collective is a group of people 
who do programming every weeknight from 
6 to 8 PM on KZSC, which includes the 
Simulcast of the KPFA Evening News at 6. 
The Collective focuses on news reports, 
community announcements, interviews with 
interesting individuals and organizations, 
special documentaries, and cultural music 
programming. Phone-ins are always welcome 
because we believe that radio should be a two- 
way form of communication. Listen and see 
what you think. Call us up with your ideas! 
We can be contacted at the station Monday 
through Friday between 6:00 and 8:00 PM. 


PACIFICA 


Every Saturday evening at 6 PM, while the 
News Collective is enjoying the weekend, we 
feature a series of taped special programs. 
These tapes come from the Pacifica Archives 
in Los Angeles, and include a wide variety of 
subjects. Programs scheduled for Winter 
Quarter 1978 are the following: 

Jan. 7: 23 Billion Burgers 

Jan. 14: The Power of Suggestion 
Jan. 21: The New Rape Treatment 
Jan. 28: The Cancer Connection 


Feb. 4: Heartland:On JFK Assassination 

Feb. 11: Mary, our Lady Queen of 
Feminists 

Feb. 18: Frederico Fellini 

Feb. 25: Paul Robeson: Black Citizen 


Mar. 4: Do Working Girls Lead a 
Glamorous Life? 

Mar. 11: Experiments Involving Genetic 
Manipulation 

Mar. 18: Marcel Marceau Talks 

Mar. 25: Women in the Arts 


Apr. 1: Mel Brooks 


THE WOMEN’S RADIO COLLECTIVE 


The Women’s Radio Collective broadcasts 
programming for women, by women, about 
women. On Monday evenings it is possible to 
hear them report news and announcements of 
concern to women, play music of all kinds 
written and performed by women, read poetry 
and prose written by women and review 
women’s cultural events. They air weekly 
specials on a broad range of topics: health 
care, women in literature, jazZ women, images 
of women in film and the legal rights of 
women. 

The WRC is also available to do specials on 
issues of concern to Santa Cruz women. They 
believe that radio can be two way and desire 
community involvement with their program- 
ming. In the past this has meant airing local 
performers as well as programs done by such 
groups as the Battered Women’s Shelter 
Project and the Women’s Health Collective. 
If you would like to be in contact with them, 
call KZSC on Monday nights between 8 and 
11 PM at 429-4036. They would like to hear 
from you. 
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UNDERWRITING 


Underwriting is a way that businesses in the 
Santa Cruz community can help support the 
radio station financially. In exchange for a 
small contribution, your business’ name will 
be mentioned and thanked at the beginning 
and end of an hour of programming. If a 
business wishes to underwrite a certain pro- 
gram or kind of music on KZSC, or any time 
at all, contact Ray at the radio station, 
429-2811. 


If you have difficulty receiving KZSC at our present 10 watts, it’s no 
surprise — but there is a solution! A simple FM DIPOLE ANTENNA will 
help your reception of our signal, and improve the rest of your FM 
reception as well. Dipole Antennas are available at most electronics 
and hardware stores, but we have a set of instructions available that will 
allow you to make your own for under $2.00. With the addition of a 
Dipole Antenna to your FM radio, reception of KZSC improves through- 
out Santa Cruz, Aptos, Soquel, Capitola, Live Oak, and Pacific Grove. If 
you'd like a free set of instructions for improving your KZSC reception 
including directions on making a Dipole Antenna, call us at 429-2811 


and leave your address. 


PSA DEPT. 


If you need to publicize a non-profit 
organization’s services or events, you can get 
a public service announcement over the radio 
station. These announcements are read at the 
rate of three an hour, and are chosen by the 
person on the air at the time. Both campus 
and Santa Cruz community non-profit events 
and services are welcome for PSA’s. The best 
way to do this is to send the information to 
the radio station or bring it by the office 
(please don’t phone “hen in). The address is: 
KZSC, 117 Communications Bldg., UC Santa 
Cruz, CA 95064. 


BULLETIN BOARD 


The Bulletin Board is the place on KZSC 
where you can have your personal announce- 
ments read over the air. This service is used to 
announce lost and found notices, rooms for 
rent or wanted to rent, items for sale, etc. 
If you need a message of this nature broadcast, 
mail it to us or drop by our studios: KZSC, 
117. Communications Bldg., UCSC, Santa 
Cruz, CA 95064, or call the station at 
429-2811 during business hours. (We ask that 
if you have any rides offered or needed that 
you send them to the Switchboard, 426-LIFE. 
We used to do them, but found that we were 
only duplicating their efforts.) 


KZSC-FM as FREE-FORM, 
COMMUNITY RADIO: 
ONE WOMAN'S VIEW 


Working at KZSC is like being part of a 
3-ring circus. Inevitably there’s always some- 
thing going on, and the beauty of it is that 
half the time, no one can say exactly what 
it is. 

Some DJs are well-organized with playlists 
prepared in advance, highlighting a certain 
artist or harmony with a particular theme. 
Others are totally ‘off the wall’ and will play 
almost anything anyone wants to_ hear, 
including live musical performances by 
uninhibited friends. 

To me, this is the essence of ‘free-form’ 
radio. It is the freedom to design a show 
creatively, with no restrictions, definitions or 
limitations. We answer to each other as a 
collective body at our station meetings. Many 
in the community may argue that this implies 
an overdose of freedom, but | defend our 
policy, as it is un/que; you will never hear the 
radio format at KZSC that gets so monotonous 
at ‘conventional’ stations. It is /nteresting; 
because of our community and university 
based orientation, the station can be used as 
an open forum for just about anyone to 
express unusual ideas and opinions. Aea/ 
human beings devote their time and energy to 
KZSC because they like doing radio. It’s 
impossible to stay very long unless you do. 

What we play reflects our consciousness. 
Undoubtedly Someone out there is enjoying 
what’s happening, and Someone has friends. 
The phone line is always open for the public 
to express what you feel about what you're 
listening to. Call 429-4036. 

Community radio means that we are avail- 
able to the people of Santa Cruz to satisfy 
your interests and pleasure. That does not 
strictly mean entertaining you with rock, folk, 
jazz and classical music; it also includes 
informing you of what’s happening with plays, 
movies, concerts, art exhibits, fairs and 
festivals. It means reporting current political 
or ecological issues, from campus sit-ins to 
demonstrations against nuclear energy. 

KZSC also presents the opportunity for 
members of the Santa Cruz Community to 
come and tell us what you're doing or what 
you believe. That covers everything from 
Viva Watson explaining Life Force Massage, 
to the Cosmic Lady warning us about our 
ultimate self-destruction. Often KZSC DJs 
will allow you to do a live interview during a 
show, provided that you can convince one 
that what you have to say is worth listening 
to. Our telephone number is 429-4036. 


—Virginia Lee 
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Publication Calendar | 


City On A Hill Press is published weekly on Thursdays during the 
academic year only. Following is a tentative publication schedule for 


1976-77: 


Advertising Deadlines 


Camera-Ready Copy Tuesday, 12:00 noon 


Ads Needing Artwork or Layout _ Friday 
(six days prior to publication) | 


Classified Advertising 


City On A Hill Press also prints classified advertising. Rates are $1.00 | 
for the first twenty words, and 5 cents per word for each additional | 
word thereafter. Classified ads must be paid in advance, and may be 
placed in person or by mail. The deadline is 5:00 pm Tuesday. 
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Advertising Rate Card 


City On A Hill Press 
Stone House 
University of California 
Santa Cruz, CA 95064 


Telephones: (408) 429-4292 (Advertising Dept.) 
(408) 429-2430 (Editorial and Business) 


Local Rates 


$2.20 


This is our basic local advertising rate. 


This rate wiil be applied to any advertiser who inserts 70 column in- 
ches or more of advertising during any monthly billing period. 


$1.80 


This rate is available only to advertisers who sign a contract agreeing 
to insert a minimum of 8 column inches of advertising each week for 
ten consecutive weeks, or 16 column inches every other week over a 
ten week period. 


Political Ad Rate 


$1.75 per column inch, regardless of size. All haps advertising 
must be paid ‘in advance. 


Camera Charges 


There is an additional charge for each separate camera shot (half- | 


tones, enlargements, reductions, etc.) required to prepare advertising 
_copy forprinting. Normally, this will be a one time only charge unless 
‘copy is changed from week to week. Please ask advertising 
representative for further mrarnesion. 


Format 


City On A Hill Press is a tabloid newspaper, printed by the offset press 
method. Columns are 2 inches wide, and pages are 5 columns (10 
inches) in width. Please ask advertising representative for current 
information regarding any other specifications or mechanical 
requirements. : 


Artwork and Layout 


The Press Advertising Department will be glad to. provide any needed 
design, typesetting or art work, and will prepare advertising copy to 
meet your specifications. There is no charge for this service, but 
advertisements which require substantial art and layout work must be 
submitted at least six days prior to publication. Naturally, advertisers 
are also welcome to submit camera-ready copy for publication. All 
copy should be black on white stock. The Press will not assume 
responsibility for the reproduction quality of xeroxed ad copy, or 
material submitted on colored stock. 


Payment 
Advertisers will be billed monthly, unless other arrangements have 
been made. Bills are payable upon presentation, and become 
delinquent after thirty days. Payment in advance will be required for all 
political ads and for advertisements of concerts and similar events. 
Prepayment will also be requested from advertisers with delinquent 


bills outstanding or poor payment records, and may be requested from 
new advertisers for a period of one month. 


Circulation 


City On A Hill Press is the official campus-wide student newspaper for 
the University of California at Santa Cruz. It is published weekly on 
Thursday afternoons during the academic year. The Press has a total 
circulation of 7000 copies per week, the majority of which are 
distributed free of charge at various on-campus locations to UCSC 
Students, faculty and staff. It is {also distributed free at selected 
locations in Santa Cruz, Soquel, Capitola and the San Lorenzo Valley 
for the benefit of off-campus students and others in the community 
interested in University affairs and a University perspective. 


